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VENICE PRESERVED 



OR, 



A PLOT DISCOVERED. 



A TRAGEDY. 



VOL. III. 



VENICE PRESERVED. 



ALTHOUGH Otway, as a comic writer, is not des- 
titute of vigour, the great strength and felicity of his 
powers lay evidently in tragedy. As nature was culti- 
vated by him with more assiduity than books, he thence 
acquired so powerful a controul over our feelings in the 
latter species of composition; whilst, from the same 
cause, and, perhaps, an habitual neglect of decency, his 
comedies abound with images and sentiments which 
unfit them for being the vehicles of elegant amusement. 
So long as the nation shall not fortify itself, by the arts 
of afiectation, against nature and passion, the repre- 
sentation of this tragedy and the *' Orphan," will still be 
attended with applause, and the perusal with delight* 

Much has been said concerning the familiar and 
domestic character of Otway's plots, and his rejection 
of that pomp of action, and magnificence of sentimeni, 
which are the chief support of many pieces, and appear, 
indeed, to have occupied, by general consent, the throae 
of tragedy. But in " Venice Preserved" these two modes 
seem blended with art and delicacy. Those w ho, in- 
sensible to subordinate distresses, delight to contemplate 
events of extraordinary magnitude and importance, and 
to mingle with persons of elevated rank, will be con- 
cerned for the fate of a republic, splendid in name, and 
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venerable for it's age and constitution^ publied to the 
Tcrge of ruin by men 

Fit to dibturb the peace of all the world, 
And rule it when 'tis wildest. — 

Those, on the contrary, who more easily melt at th? 
tale of domestic woe, where the agents are upon a level 
wnth themselves, and the accidents such as the bulk of 
mankind are more frequently assailed by, will be 
equally moved by the familiar parts of the scene, and 
compassionate the sorrows of Jaffier and Belvidera. 

The subject is St. Real's " Conjuration des Elspagnols 
coDtre la Venise, en 16I8:'' a narrative which, although 
it's merits have been somewhat exaggerated, possesses, 
nevertheless, much interest, and is written with skill 
and elegance. Otway has, however, departed in many 
instances from this work. The character of Belviderti 
is supplied by him; and, consequently, what embellish* 
ment the fable receives from her share in the transaction, 
we owe to the invention of the poet. 

Most of the persons in the " Orphan*' being of one 
family, less scope was afforded for variety and contrast 
of character, than in this play, where the principal 
agents are engaged in designs which naturally call forth 
the full energies of the soul. The poet, it must be con- 
fessed, bad ample resources in the able exposition given 
by the French author of the characters of those who 
were concerned in the conspiracy. Don Alphonso de la 
Cueva, Marquis of Bedamar, the principal, appears (if 
St. Real's description be not overchai;ged) to have beei^ 



dbe of those singular personages of which history containt 
so few examples: coo), circumspect, and indefatigable, 
he possessed, besides, that distinguishing trait of an ex- 
alted mind, the faculty of discerning, and attaching to 
himself, those who were endowed with talents congenial 
with his own. Such an association of extraordinary 
characters, of different nations, all animated and inspired 
with the same enthusiasm, was perhaps never before 
witnessed, which the historian represents as deliberately 
plotting the overthrow of that state in whose bosom 
they were assembled*. 

Pierre, Jatiier, and Renault, are the only conspirators 
promiueut in the play. The first appears with the same 
native roughuess as depicted by the French author; a 
dauntless spirit; a mind not broken or enfeebled by 
wrong, but invigorated and inflamed by an assiduous 
desire of revenge. Renault, wlio was excelled in talent 
and capacity only by Bedamar himself, holds a very 
different rank in the tragedy. Jaifier's connection with 
Belvidera, gives Otway's character of him a great 
superiority over that of St. Real. His union with the 
conspirators, and subsequent defection from them, are 
prompted by motives more natural and probable, and, 
consequently, detract less from his virtue and under- 
standing, than those assigned by the historian. Belvi- 
dera, who, had she lived in the Roman ages, would 

« '* Intr^pides, intelb'gents, uniques en m^rite dans le talent 
6a chaeun d*cux ezcelle; c*c9t Touvrage de plusieurs tiecles do 
joindre ensemble une secondc fois ua aussi jfran4 nombr« 
d*homme« extraordinaire}.** Si. JtioL 



have had ilatues raised, and altars consecrated to h«r 
inemory, exhibits, amidst the dreadful processes ofde- 
BlructioD, an interesting spectacle of dbtressed virtue. 
This ii another proof wilh wlial felicity Otway, though 
no wise free from Ihe libertinism of the age, could pour- 
tray a virtuous female cliaracter, adorned with qualities 
the must amiable and attractive; and endow be r with 
sentiments excelled by none which inodeni, and by few 
wbich ancient, tragedy can produce. 

It has been objected to the work, and particularly 
by Addison, that the characters are mostly vicious; and 
that what was observed of Catiline, namely, that " had 
he fallen for his country, his end had been glorious," may 
be applied to tliem. To this it may be urged, that the 
prmcipal agents have virtue sufficient to deserve our 
compassion ; and that, if iheJr conduct be criminal, 
the poet has not dismissed them without pimisbmenl, 
at least commensurate wilh their olTence. 

What has been said respecting the laws of the drama, 
in the introductory observations to the "Orphan," is ap- 
plicable here. The plot runs on in an even tenor: none 
of the transitions are violent or revolting. It may be 
observed, however, tfaot by the omission of Ihe comic 
parts, some of the scenes succeed each other too pre- 
cipitately. Upon these comic passages have rested the 
principal objections to the play, and, in particular, 
those of the French critics*. It is certainly to be 

* Id a French critique upon tliii Uigedy, there ii an alluiioD 
U thi lolliiig of th^ btU, ia the fifth act : *■ (hu ihockiog »tnr 



regretted, that die author ihoidd have ditgraoMl apotm 
of such superior excelleace, hy the introduction of km 
buffoonery, more adapted to the manners of Shako* 
ipeare's age. Personal ridicule, which, if ever tote- 
rated upon the stage, betoogs properly to farce, ought 
never to find a place in tragedy: but the frcsayof 
politics has too often overpowered the judgment of the 
poet. These obnoxious passages were intended to 
expose the celebrated Earl of Shaftasbury ; the lewdnem 
of whose latter years was a subject of general notoriety*. 
That he was the person pointed at, is apparent from 
the Prologue, in the concluding lines of which the 
author openly alludes to the prevailing report, thai 
Shaftesbury was ambitious of being elected king of 
Poland. This* circumstance,, which, connected with 
another, drew upon him the title ofdnmt Taptky, is 
referred to by Dryden in the '' Medal," and the epbtle 
prefixed to that poem. The age (as well as name) of 

▼agance,** says the writer, ** which in Parii wooM eidte ooly 
contempt and derinon, ttriket the English with awe.** 

iVM. Dkf, Bin. 

* Duke, the friend of Otway, mentions this with untpariny m» 
Terity :— 

Antonius early in rebellious race 
Swiftly set out, nor slackening in hTs pace» 
The same ambition that his youthful heat 
Urg*d to aU ills the little daring brat. 
With unabated ardour does engage. 
The loathsome dregs of his decrepit age. 
JLewd as the stews, yet to the blinded eye* 
Of the dull crowd, as puritan precise. 



Antonio, conesponds precisely nith that of Shaftesbiiry; 
and it is probable, also, that the absurd speeches of the 
old seaator were intended to ridicule the verbose 
cloqueocA of the same nobleman, which was full of 
quaint expressions, strained metaphors, and scriptural 
allusions. Besides the satire just noticed, Pierre's 
passionate description of the senate, their lofty pre- 
tensitms to power, and arbitrary imprisonments, was 
probably applied to the irregular authority aspired to 
by the House of CoiDuions some time before. 

Cheat deluded people with a shew 
Of liberty, wliich yel ihey ne'er must taste o(; 
Thejr say, by them our hands are free from fetters, 
Yet wham they pleaae they lay in basest boiidi; 
firing whom they please to infamy and sorrow. 

This tragedy, in defiance of Voltaire's opinion, has 
been translated more than once into French; and will 
remain a durable monument of the author's reputation. 
It was written in l682, when the terrors of the jwpish 
plot had nearly subsided; and probably receives it's 
tecond title from that extraordinary occunence. The 
dedication is a curious specimen of gross and barefaced 
adulation. 



TO 
HER GRACE 

THE DUCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH. 

MADAM, 

Were it possible for me to let the world know how 
entirely your Grace's goodness has devoted a poor mao 
to your service; were there words enough in speech to 
express the mighty sense I have of your great bounty 
towards me ; surely I should write and talk of it for 
ever: but your Grace has given me so laroe a theme, 
and laid so very vast a foundation, that imaginatkMi 
wants stock to build upon it. I am as one dunib when 
I would speak of it ; aud when I strive to write, I want 
a scale of thought sufficient to comprehend the height of 
it. Forgive me, then, madam, if (as a poor peasant once 
made a present of an apple to an emperor) I bring this 
small tribute, the humble growth of m^ little gmkn, 
and lay it at your feet. Believe it is paid you with the 
utmost gratitude ; believe that so long as I have thought 
to remember how very much I owe your generous nature, 
I will ever have a heart that shall be grateful for it too : 
your Grace, next Heaven, deserves it amply from me; 
tliat gave me life, but on a bard condition, till your ex- 
tended favour taught me to prize the gift, and took the 
heavy burthen it was clogged with from me : I mean hard 
fortune. When I had enemies, that with malicious power 
kept back and shaded me from those royal beams, whose 
warmth is all I have, or hope to live by ; your noble 
pity and compassion found me, where I was tar cast 
backward from my blessing, down m the rear of for* 
tune ; called me up, placed me in the shine, and I have 
felt it's comfort. You have in that restored me to my 
native right ; for a steady faith, and Royalty to my prince, 
was all the inheritance my father left me : and however 




liardly my i)l fortune deal with me, 'tin what I prize m 
well, that I ne'er pawned it yet, and hope I ne'er shall 
part with it, Natnre and fortune were certainly in league 
when you were bom; and as the first took care to give 
you beauty enough to enslave the hearts of all ihe world, 
so the other resolved, to do it's merit justice, that none 
but a monarch, fit to rule that world, should e'er 
possess it ; and in it be had an empire. The ^oung 
prince' you have given him, by his blooming virtues, 
early declares the mighty stock he came from; uud as 
yon have taken all the pious eare of a dear moUier, and 
a prudent guardian, to give hJro a noble and generous 
education, may it succeed according to his merits and 
your wishes: may he grow up to be a bulwark to hb 
lifustrious father, and a patron to his loyal subjects ; 
with wisdom and learning to assist biui, whenever 
called to his councils ; to defend his ng lit against the 
encroachments of republicans in hi:i senates, lo cherish 
such men as shall be able to vindicate the royal cause: 
that good and fit servants to the erown may uever be 
lost for want of a protector. May he have courage and 
conduct, tit to fight his battles abroad, and terrily his 
rebels at home ; and that all these may be yet more sure, 
may he never, during the spring-time of his years, when 
those growing virtues ought with caietotw cherished, 
ill order to their ripeuing ; may he never meet with vi- 
cious natures, or the tongues of laithless, sordid, inai|>id 
ftatterers, to blast 'em : to coikclude ; may he l>e as great 
as the hand of fortune (with liis honour) shall be able to 
make him: and m;iy your Grace, who are so good & 
mistress, and so noble a patroness, never meet with a 
less grateful servant, than, 

UADAM, 

Your Grace's entirely 

devoted Creature, 

THO. OTWAY. 




PROLOGUE. 



In these distracted times, wheo each man driradf 

The blood? stratngeras ef busy beads ; 

When we have fear*d, three years, we know not what, ^ 

Till witnesses begin to die o*wftK, > 



What made our poet meddle with a plat 9 

Was't that he fancied, for the very sake 

And name ofp/of, his trtflinz play m^t take? 

For there's not in't one inch-boara evidence, '^ 

But 'tis, he savs, to reason plain, and tense, ^ 

And that lie thinks a plausible defence. J 

Were truth by sense and reason to be tried. 

Sure all our swearers might be laid aside : 

No, of such tools our author has no need. 

To make his plot, or make his play succeed; 

He, of black bills, has no prodi^ous tales, 

Or Spanish pilgrims cast ashore m Wales; 

Here H not one murther*d magistrate at least, 

Kept rank, like ren'son for a city-feast; 

Grown four days stiff, the better to prepare 

And fit his pliant limbs to ride in chair : 

Yet here's an army rais'd, tho* under groand. 

But no man seen, nor one commission Ibond; 

Here is a traitor too, that's very old, 

Tarbulent, subtle, mischievous, and bold ; 

Bloody, revengeful, and to crowu his part, 

Loves fumbling with a wench, with all hit hcaiC ; 

Till after having many clian^ past, 

In spite of age (thanks t* heaven) is hanged at laat. 

Next is a senator tliat keeps a whore. 

In Venice none a higher office bore ; 

To lewdness ev'ry night the lecher ran, "^ 

Shew me, all London, such another man, > 

Match him at mother Creswold's if yon can. j 

Oh Poland, Poland ! had it been thy loL 

T'have heard in time of this Venetian puif 

Thou surely chosen hadst one kinefirom thence, 

And honour'd them, ai thou hast JSngland tince. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



yCoMpirators. 



Duke of Vcnice. 

PmuLi, Father to Belvidera, a Senator. 

Antonio, a fine Speaker in the Senate, 

Bedamar, the Spanish Ambauador. 

Jaffier, 

Pierre, 

Henault, 

Spinosa, 

Theodore, 

Eliot, 

Kevillido, 

DURAND, 

Mezzana, 

Brainville, 

Ternon, 

Retrosi, 

Bribe, 

Belvidera. 
Aquilina. 

2W Women, Attendants on Belvidiera 

7\do Women, Servants to Aqoilioa. 

The Council of Ten. 

Officer^ Guard, Friar^ ExecutioHer and Ralifk. 



VENICE PRESERVED 

OR, 

A PLOT DISCOVERED. 



ACT L 

SCENE I. 

Enter Pkiuli and Jaffibh. 

Prill. No more ! I'll hear no more ; begone and leaw 
ine. 

Jqff^, Not bear me ! by my suflTring but you shall I 
My lord, my lord ! I'm not that abject wretch 
You think me : patience ! where's the distance throws 
Me back so far, but I may boldly s))eak 
In right, tho* proud oppression will not hear me ? 

Priu. Have you not wrong'd me 1 

Jqff'. Could my nature e*er 
Have brook'd injustice, or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now tlius low have bent myself. 
To gain a hearing from a cruel father ! 
Wrui;g'd you 1 

Priu, Yes ! wrong'd me : in the nicest point. 
The honour of my house, you've done me wrong. 
You may remember, (for I now will speak. 
And urge it's baseness) when you first came home 
From travel, with such hopes, as made you looked oq 
By all men's eyes, a youth of expectation ; 
Pleas'd with your growing virtue, I receiv'd you ; 
^Courted, and sought to raise you to your merits : 
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My house, my table, nay my fortune too. 

My very self was your's ; \ou mipht have as'd mt 

To your best umce; like uu open frtend, 

I treated, trusted you, and thought you mine ; 

When in requital of my [lest endeavours. 

You treacherously pructia'd to undo me ; 

Stnluc'd the we«kut:sj of my age's darling. 

My only child, and stole her from iny bosom : 

Oh Belvidera ! 

Jaff. Tis lo me you owe her. 
Childless you had been else, and ill the grave, 
Yoiu* name extinct, nor more Priuli heard of. 
You may remember, scarce five years are past. 
Since in your brigantine you sail'd to ace 
The Adriatic wedded by out duke*. 
And I was with you : your unskilful pilot 
Dash'd Its upon s rock ; when to your boat 
You made for safety ; enter'd first yourself ; 
Th' affrighted Belvidera following next. 
As she stood trembling on iJie vessel's side, 
Was by a wave wash'd off into the deep ; 
When instantly 1 pliing'd into the sea. 
And buffeting the billows to her rescue, 
Redeeni'd her life with half the loss of mine, 
Like a rich conquest, in one baud I bore her. 
And with the other daah'd the saucy waves. 
That tlirong'd and press'd to rob me of my prize : 
I brought her, gave bet t'your despairing arms: 
Indeed you ihank'd me ; but a nobler gratitude 
Itose in her soul: for from that hour she lov'd me. 
Till for her life she paid me with herself. 



Doblw and the Mnate, went in a vettet called the Bucmtaur, 

to tlw Adriatic tea, whicti lie mtrriid by caiting a ep\A rinf; into 
it, using at the ume dcae these wordt : " We wed thee, O Sea, 
in token of a true ajod lailing docninioo," &c. Sildm, Mar, CImi, 
Hi. 1. Thit circiuutance U Iieq^uentty alluded to in tke courw 
of the pU]'. 
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A PLOT DlBOOTBmSft. IS 

Prttt. You stole her from me; Ike a thief yoo ilble 

her. 
At dead of iii|ht ; tliat coned hour j(m cheee 
To rifle nte of all my heart held dear. 
May all vour joys in her pn^ve false lice nise ; 
A steril rortiine, aad a harren bed. 
Attend you both : continual discord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous: stilt 
May tiie hard hand of a vexatious need 
Oppress and grind you ; till at hu^ you find 
The curse of disobedience all your portion* 

JafT. Half of your curse yon have bestowed in viin: 
Heav'n has already crown'd our (aith&l loves 
With a young boy, sweet as hb mother^s beauty: 
May he live to prcnre more gentle than his grandsire. 
And happier than his father ! 

Priu. Rather live 
To bait thee for hb bread, and din your ears 
With hungry cries ; whilst his unhap|)y mother 
Sits down and weeps m bittemess of want. 

Jqff'. You taHc as if Hwonld please you. 

Priu. 'TwouM, by heav'n. 
Once she was dear indeed ; the drops that fell 
From my sad heart when slie forgot her duty. 
The fountaiu of my life, was not so prrdous* : 
But she b gone, and if I am a man 
1 will forget her. 

Jaff, Would I were in my grave ! 

Prtti. And she too with th^ ; 
For, living here, you're but my curat reme mbi a ms cf t 
I once was happy. 

Jqff'. You use me thus, because yon know my soul 
Is fond of Belvidera : vou perceive 
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me* 
jOh ! could my soul ever have known satiety, 

OtUi sbt was demr htieed^ &c 

As dear u> me, a* are the mddy drops 

That vidt my lad heart. «M.>lb»Cifhact& 




T/fere I that Ibief, the doer of such wroogs 

As you upbmid nie with, what hbdets ine. 

But I might send her back to you with contumely. 

And court my fortune where she would be kinder I 

Priu. You dare uot do't. — 

Jaff. Indeed, my lord, I dare not. 
My heart that awes me, is loo much my master : 
Three years are past since first our vows were piighted. 
During which lime the world must bear me witness, 
I've treated Belvidera like your daughter, 
I1)e daughter of a senator of Venice : 
Distinction, place, atiendauce, aud observance. 
Due to her birth, she always has commanded ; 
Out of ray little fortune I have done this; 
Because (tho' hopeless e'er to win your nature) 
The world might see, I lov'd her for herself. 
Not as the heiress of the great Priuli. — 

Priu. No more ! 

Joff. Yes ! all, and tlirn adieu for ever. 
There's not a wretch that lives on common charity 
But's happier than me : for I have known 
The luscious sweets of plenty ; ev'ry night 
Have slept with soft cuntenl about my head. 
And never wak'd but to a joyful morning ; 
Yet now must fall, like a full ear of com. 
Whose blossom 'scap'd, yel's wither'd in the rip'ning. 

Priu. Home, and be humble, study to retrench ; 
Discharge the lazy vermin of thy hall. 
Those pageants of thy folly ; 
Reduce the glilt'ring trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, tit for tijy little stale; 
Then to some suburb-cottage both retire ; 
Drudge, to feed loatlisome lite ; get brats, and starve. — 
Home, home, I say. — [Exit Priuli. 

Joff. Yes, ifmy heart wouldlet me — 
This proud, this swelling heart: home I would go. 
But that my doors are hateful to mine eyes, 
Fill'd and damm'd up with gapbg creditors, 
Watchful ai fowlen when £eir game will spring ; 




A PLOT DISCOVERED. 1/ 

i have now not fifty ducats in the world. 
Yet still I am in love, and pleas'd with ruui. 
OhBelvidera! oh! she is my wife — 
And we will bear our wayward fate together. 
But ne'er know comfort more. 

Enter Pi£RRB. 

Pier. My friend, good-morrow ! 
How fares the honest partner of my heart l 
What^ melancholy ! not a word to spare me 1 

JiCB^. Tm thinking, Pierre, how that tlamn'd starving 
quality 
Caird honesty, got footing in the world. 

Pier, Why, powerful villany first set it up. 
For it's own ease and safety : honest meu 
Are the soft easy cushions on which knaves 
Kepose and fatten : were all mankind villains. 
They'd starve each other ; lawyers would want practice. 
Cut-throats rewards : each man would kill hb brother 
Himself, none would be paid or hang*d for murder : 
Honesty ! 'twas a cheat invented first 
To bind the hands of bold deserving rogues. 
That fools and cowards might sit safe in power. 
And lord it uncontrourd above their betters. 
Jqff', Ttien honesty's but a notion! 
Pier. Nothing else : 
Like wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to most too, has least share in't ; 
'Tis a ragged virtue : Honesty ! no more on't. 
Jqff'. Sure thou art honest ? 
Pier. So indeed men think me ; 
But they're mistaken, Jatfier : I am a rogue 
As well as they ; 

A fine, gay, bold-fac'd villain, as thou seest me : 
Tb true, I pay my debts when they're contracted ; 
I steal from no man; would not cut a throat 
To gaui admission to a great man'& purs?, 
Or a whore's bed ; I'd not betray my friend^ 

VOIi. III. c 
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To get his place or fortune : I scorn to flatter 
A blown-up fool above, or crush the wretch 
Beneath rae. — 
Yet, Jafllier, for all this, I am a villain. 

Jaff A villain ! 

Pur. Yes, a most notorious villain : 
To see the sufferings of my fellow-creatures. 
And own myself a man : to see our senators 
Cheat the deluded people with a shew 
Of liberty, which yet they ne'er must taste of; 
They say, by them our hands are free from fetters. 
Yet whom they please they lav in basest bonds ; 
Bring whom they please to inmmy and sorrow ; 
Drive us like wrecks down the rough tide of powV, 
Whilst no hold's left to save us from destruction : 
All that bear this are villains, and I one. 
Not to rouse up at the great call of nature. 
And check the growth of these domestic spoilers. 
That make us slaves, and tell us 'tis our cluirter. 

Jeff, Oh, Aquilina ! friend, to lose such beauty. 
The dearest purchase of thy noble labours ; 
She was thy right by conquest, as by love. 

Pier, Oh Jafiier ! I'd so fix'd my heart upon her. 
That wheresoe'er I fram'd a scheme of life 
For time to come, she was my only joy. 
With which I wish'd to sweeten future cares ; 
I fancied pleasures, none but one that loves 
And doats as I did, can imagine like them : 
When in tli' extremity of all these hopes. 
In the most charming hour of expectation. 
Then when our eager wishes soar the highest. 
Ready to stoop and grasp the lovely game, 
A haggard owl, a worthless kite of prey. 
With his foul wings sail'd in, and spoil'd my quarry. 

Jaff, I know the wretch, and scorn him as thou 
hat'st him. 

Pitr* Curse on the common good that's so protected. 
Where ev'ry slave that heaps up wealth enough 
To do much wrong, becomes a lord of right : 
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I, who believ'd no ill could e'er come near me» 

Found in th' embraces of my Aquilina^ 

A wretched, old, but itching senator ; 

A wealthy fool, that had bought out niv title : 

A rogue, that uses beauty like a lamb-skin. 

Barely to keep him warm : that filthy cockatoa. 

Was in my absence crept into my nest, 

Akid spoiling all my brood of noble pleasure. 

Jaff, Didst thou not chase him thfucc I 

Pier, I did ; and drove 
The rank, old, bearded Ifirco stinking home : 
llie matter was complained of in the senate, 
I summoned to appear, and censur'd basely. 
For violating something they call privilege-^ 
This was the recon4)ense of all my service ; 
Would rd been rather beaten by a coward I 
A soldier's mistress, Jafiier,'8his religion. 
When that's profan'd, all other ties are broken : 
That ev'n dissolves all former bonds of service. 
And from that hour I think myself as free 
To be the foe as e'er the friend of Venice — 
Nay, dear revenge, whene'er thou call'st, I'm ready* 

Jaff. I think no safety can be here for virtue. 
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live 
In such a wretched state as this of Venice, 
Where all agree to s|K)il the public good. 
And villains fatten with the brave man's labours. 

Pier, We've neither safety, unity, nor peace. 
For the foundation's lost of common good ; 
Justice is lame as well as blind amongst us ; 
The laws (corrupted to their ends that make 'em) 
Serve but for instruments of some new tyranny. 
That ev'ry day starts up t'enslave us deeper : 
Now could this glorious cause but find out friends 
To do it right! oh, Jaffier! then might'st thou 
Not wear these seals of woe upon thy face: 
The proud Priuli should be taught humauity. 
And learn to value such a sou as thou art. 
I dare net speak ! but my heart bleeds this moment ! 

C 2 
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Jaff. Curst be tbe^ cause, tlio' I ihy friend be part 
on't: 
Let me partake the troubles of thy bosom. 
For 1 am us'd to misery, and perhaps 
May find a way to sweeten't to thy spirit. 

Pier, Too soon 'twill reach tby knowledge — 

Jaff. Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's virtue in thy friendship 
Would make the saddest tale of sorrow pleasing. 
Strengthen my constancy, and welcome ruin. 

Pier, Then thou art ruin'd ! 

Jaff. That I long since knew ; 
I and ill fortune have been long acquainted. 

Pier, I past this very moment by thy doors^ 
And found them guarded by a troop of villains; 
The sons of public rapine were destroying: 
They told me, by the sentence of the law 
They had commission to seize all thy fortune : 
Nay, more ; Priuli's cruel hand had sign'd it. 
Here stood a ruffian, with a horrid face, 
Lorduig it o*er a pile of massy plate. 
Tumbled into a heap for public sale : 
There was another making villanous jests 
At thy undoing ; he had ta'en possession 
Of all thy ancient most domestic ornaments, 
Kich hangings, intermixed and wrought with gold ; 
The very bed, which on thy wedding-night 
Receiv'd thee to the arms of Belvidera, 
The scene of all thy joys, was violated 
By the coarse hands of filthy dungeon-villains. 
And thrown amongst the common lumber. 

Jaff, Now thank heav'n — 

Pier, Thank heav'n ! for what I 

Jaff. That Fm not worth a ducat. 

Pier, Curse thy dull stars, and the worse fate of 
Venice, 
Where brothers, friends, and fathers, all are false ; 
Where there's no trust, no truth ; where innocence 
Stoops imder vile oppresaon^ and vice lords it : 
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Hadst tbou but seen, as I did, how at la«t 

Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a wretch 

That's doom'd to banishment, came weeping forth. 

Shining thro' tears, like April-suns in showers, 

Tliat labour to overcome tJie cloud that loads 'em. 

Whilst two young virgins, on whose arms she lean'd. 

Kindly look'd up, and at her grief grew sad. 

As if they catch'd the sorrows that fell from her : 

Ev'n the lewd rabble that were gathered round 

To see the sight, stood mute when they beheld her ; 

Govem'd their roacing throats, and grumbled pity : 

I cou'd have hugg'd the greasy rogues : tbeypleas'd me. 

Jqff'. I thank thee for thb story, from my soul. 
Since now I know the worst that can befal me : 
Ah, Pierre ! I have a heart, that could have borne 
The roughest wrong my fortune crmld have done me : 
But when I think what Belvidera feels. 
The bitterness her tender spirit tastes of, 
I own myself a coward : bear my weakness. 
If throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 
I play the boy, and blubber in thy bosom. 
Oh ! I shall drown thee with my sorrows ! 

Pier. Burn! 
First bum, and level Venice to thy ruin. 
What, starve like beggars' brats in frosty weather. 
Under a hedge, and whine ourselves to death ! 
Thou, or thy cause, shall never want assistance. 
Whilst I have blood or fortune fit to serve thee ! 
Command my heart : thou'rt ev'ry way it's master. 

Jqff'. No ; there's a secret pride in bravely dying. 

Pier. Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run mad ; 
Man knows a braver remedy for sorrow : 
Revenge ! the attribute of gods, they stamp'd it 
With their great image on our natures : die ! 
Consider well the cause that calls upon thee : 
And if thou'rt base enough, die then : remember 
Thy Belvidera suffers; Belvidera ! 
Die— damn first— What ! be decently interr'd 
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In a churcli-yard, and mingle tby brave dust 

With stinking rogues that rot in dirty winding-sheets^ 

Surfeit-slain fools, the common dung o'th' soil. 

^af. Oh I 

Pier. Well said, out with't, swear a little — 

Jaff* Swear! 
By sea and air! by earth, by heav'n, and hell, 
I will revenge my Belvidera's tears ! 
Hark thee, my friend — Priwli— is — a senator! 

Pier. A dog ! 

Jaff, Agreed. 

']^%eT, Shoot him. 

Jaff, With all my heart. 
No more: where shall we meet at night 2 

Pien\ I'll tell thee ; 
On the Rialto ev'ry night at twelve 
I take my evening's walk of meditation : 
^here we will meet, and talk of precious mischief. 

Jaff> Farewell. 

pier. At twelve. 

Jaff, At any hour, my plagues 
Will keep me waking. — \Ex. Pierre. 

Tell me why, good heav'n. 
Thou mad'st me what I am, with all the spirit. 
Aspiring thoughts, and elegant desires. 
That fill the happiest man ? Ah ! rather why 
Didst thou not form me sordid as my fate. 
Base-minded, dull, and fit to carry burdens ? 
Why have 1 sense to know the curse that's on me \ 
|s this just dealing. Nature ? — Belvidera ! 

^nier Belvidera. 

Poor Belvidera! 

Btlv, Lead me, lead me, my virgins ! 
To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my refuge ! 
Happy my eyes^ when they behold thy face : 
Idy heavy heart will leave it's doleful beating 
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At sight of tbce, and boiiud with sprightful joys. 
Oh smile, as when our loves were m their spring. 
And cheer my fainting soul. 

Jnff, As when our loves 
Were in their spring ! has then my fortune chang'd ? 
Art thou not Belvidera, still the same^ 
Kind, good, and tender, as my arms first found thee I 
If thou art alter'd, where shall I have harbour ? 
Where ease my loaded heart? Oh ! where complain ? 

Rth, Does this appear like change, or love decay ing. 
When thus I throw myself into thy bosom. 
With all the resolution of a strong truth I 
Beats not my heart, as 'twould alarum thine 
To a new charge of bliss ? I joy more in tliee. 
Than did thy mother when she hugg'd thee first. 
And bless'd the gods for all her travail past. 

Jaff, Can there in woman be such glorious faith ? 
Sure all ill stories of thy sex are false ; 
Oh woman ! lovely woman ! Nature made thee 
To temper man : we had been brutes without you ; 
Angels are painted fair, to look like you : 
There's in you all that we believe of heav'n. 
Amazing brightness, purity and truth. 
Eternal joy, and everlasting love. 

Btlv, If love be treasure, we'll be wondrous rich : 
I have so much, my heart will surely break witli't ; 
Vows can't express it: when I would declare 
How great's my joy, I'm dumb with the big thought ; 
I swell, and sigh, and labour with my longing. 
Oh lead me to some desart wide and wild. 
Barren as our misfortunes, where my soul 
May have it's vent; where I may tell aloud 
To the high heav'ns, and ev'ry ibt'ning planet. 
With what a boundless stock my bosom's fraught; 
Where I may throw my eager arms about thee. 
Give loose to love, with kisses kindling joy. 
And let off all tlie fire that's in my heart. 

Jfiff. Oh Belvidera ! doubly Tm a beggar^ 
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Undone by fortune, and in debt to thee ; 

Want ! worldly want ! that hungry meagre fiend 

Is at my heels, and chases me in view. 

Canst thou bear cold and hunger? Can these limbs, 

Frara'd for the tender offices of love. 

Endure the bitter gripes of smarting poverty 1 

When banish'd by our miseries abroad, 

(As suddenly we shall be) to seek out 

(In some far climate where our names are strangers) 

For charitable succour; wilt thou then. 

When in a bed of straw we shrink together. 

And the bieak winds shall whistle round our heads ; 

Wilt thou then talk thus to me? Wilt thou then 

Hush my cares thus, and shelter me with love? 

JBelv, Oh I will lave thee, ev'n in madness love 

thee : 
Tlio' my distracted senses should forsake me, 
rd find some intervals, when iny poor heart 
Should 'swage itself, and be let loose Xo Ihine. 
Tho' the bare earth shall be our resting-place. 
It's roots our food, some cliftour habitation, 
ril make thib arm a pillow for thy head ; 
And as thou sighing liest, and sweli'd with sorrow. 
Creep to thy bosom, pour the balm of love 
Into' thy soul, and kiss thee to thy rest; 
Then praise our God, and watch thee till the morning. ' 
Jqff'. Hear this, you lieav ns, and wonder how you 

made her ! 
Reign, reign, ye monarchs that divide the world. 
Busy rebellion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquillity and happiness like mine : 
Like gaudy ships, th'obsequious billows fall 
And rise again, to lift you in your pride ; 
They wait but for a storm, and then devour you : 
1, in my private bark, already wreck'd. 
Like a poor merchant driven on unknown land, . 
That had by chance pack'd up his choicest treasure 
In one dear casket, and sav'd only that 
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Since I must wander further on the shore. 
Thus hug my little, but my precious store; 
Resolv'd to sconiy aiid trust my fate no more. 



} 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Pierbb and Aquiuma. 

Aquil, By all thy wrongs, thou*rt dearer to my arms 
Thau all the wealth of Venice : pr'ythee stay« 
And let us love to-night. 

Pier. No : there's fool. 
There's fool about thee: when a woman sells 
Her flesh to fools, her beauty's lost to me ; 
They leave a taint, a sully where they've pass'd. 
There's such a baneful quality about 'em, 
£v'n spoils complexions with their nauseousness* 
Tfiey infect all they touch ; I cannot think 
Of tasting any thing a fool has pall'd. 

Aquil, I loath and scorn that fool thou mean'st, as much 
Or more than thou canst; but the beast has gold. 
That makes him necessary : power too. 
To qualify my character, and ))oise me 
Equal with peevish virtue, that beholds 
My liberty with envy : in their hearts 
Tiiey're loose as I am; but an ngly power 
Sits in their faces, and frights pleasures from 'em. 
Pier, Much good may't do you, madam, with your 

senator. 
AquiL My senator ! why, canst thou think that wretch 
£'er fill'd thy Aquilina's arms with pleasure ] 
Thiok'st thou, because I sometimes give him leave 
To foil himself at what he is unfit for ; 
Because I force myself t'endure and suffer him, 
Think'st thou I love him 1 No, by all the joys 
Thou ever gav'st me, his presence is my penance : 
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The worst tbiog an old man can be, 's a lover, 
A mere mefnento mori to poor woman. 
I never lay by his decrepit side, 
3ut all that night 1 ponder'd on my grave. 
Pier, Would he were well sent thither! 
AquiL Thafs my wish too : 
For then, my Pierre, I might have cause, with pleasure^ 
To play the hypocrite : Oh ! how I could weep 
Over the dying dotard, and kiss him too. 
In hopes to smother him quite ; then, when the time 
Was come to pay my sorrows at his funeral, 
(For he has already made me heir to treasures 
Would make me out-act a real widow's whining;) 
How could I frame my face to fit my mourning ! 
With wringing hands attend him to his grave; 
Fall swooning on his hearse ; take mad possession 
Ev'n of the dismal vault where he lay buried ; 
There, like th' Epliesian matron dwell, till thou. 
My lovely soldier, com'st to my deliv'rance : * 
Then throwing up my veil, with open arms 
And laughing eyes, run to new dawning joy. 

Pier. No more ! I've friends to meet me here to-ni^ht. 
And must be private. As you prise my friendship. 
Keep up your coxcomb : let him not pry nor listen. 
Nor fisk about the house as I have seen him. 
Like a tame mumping squirrel with a bell on ; 
Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 

AquiL What friends to meet ] mayn't I be of your 
council? 

Pier, How ! a woman ask questions out of bed? — 
Go to your senator, ask him what passes 
Amongst his brethren ; he'll hide nothing from you : 
But pump not me for politics. No more ! 
Give order, that whoever in my name 
Comes here, receive admittance: so good night. 

AquiL Must we ne'er meet again? embrace no more? 
Is love so soon and utterly forgotten ? 

Pier. As yoH h<nceforwai4 treat your fool. 111 think 
oi^t. 
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AquiL Curst be all foob, and doubly cunt myself. 
The worst of fooU — I die if he forsakes uie ; 
And how to keep him, heav'n or hell instruct me. 

[ExtmU. 

SCENE II.— TAf Rialto. 

Enter Jaffier. 

Jqiff", I'm here ; and thus, the shades of night around 
me, 
J look as if all hell were in my heart*. 
And I in hell. Nay, surely, 'tis so with me ; — 
For ev'ry step I tread, methinks some fiend 
Knocks at my breast, and bids it not be quiet. 
Tve heard, how desp'rate wretches, like mvself. 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night 
To meet the foe of mankind in hb walk : 
Sure Ym so curst, that, tho' of heav'n forsaken. 
No minister of darkness cares to tempt me. 
Hell! hell! why sleep'st thou? 

Enta- PlERRB. 

Pier, Sure I've stay'd too long : 
Tlie clock has struck, and I may lose my proselyte. 
Speak, who goes there } 

Jqff^- A dog, that comes to howl 
At yonder moon : what's he that asks the question ? 

Pier, A friend to dogs, for they are honest creatures. 
And ne'er betray their masters ; never fawn 
On any that they love not : well met, friend : 
Jaffier ! 

* / ioojk as if ail bell %utre m tmy hearty fsfe. 

— horror and deubt distract 
His troubled thou^hu, and from the bottom ttir 
The hell within him ; for within him hell 
He brings, and round about him, nor from hell 
One step no more than from hiniself can flv.— 
Which way I fly is hell ; myidf am hdl, ac. 
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Jaff, The same. Oh Pierre! thou'rt come in season, 
I was just going to pray. 

Pier. Ah, thaf s raechanicy 
Priests make a trade on't, and yet starve by't too : 
No praying, it spoils business, and time's precious. 
Where's Belvidera? 

Jeff, For a day or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, till I see farther 
What fortune will do with me. Pr'ythee, friend. 
If thou would'st have me fit to hear good counsel. 
Speak not of Belvidera — 

Pier, Speak not of her? 

Jaff. Oh, no! 

Pier. Nor name her ? may be I wish her well. 

J(ff. Whom well ? 

Pier, Thy wife, thy lovely Belvidera ; 
I hope a man may wish his friend's wife well. 
And no harm done ! 

Jaff, You're merry, Pierre! 

Pier, I am so: 
Thou shalt smile too, and Belvidera smile ; 
We'll all rejoice, here's sometliing to buy pins, 

\G%veH him a Purse, 
Marriage is chargeable. 

Jaff, I but half wish'd 
To see the devil, and he's here already. 
Well !— 

What must this buy, rebellion, murder, treason 1 
Tell me which way I must be damn'd for this. 

Pier, When last we parted, we had no qualms like 
these. 
But entertain'd each other's thoughts like men 
Whose souls were well acquainted. Is the world 
Reform'd since our last meeting ? what new miracles 
Have happen'd? Has Priuli's heart relented ? 
Can he be honest? 

Jqff. Kind heav'n ! let heavy curses 
Gall his old age; cramps, aches, rack his bones; 
And bitterest disquiet wring his heart : 
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Oh let him live till life become his burden ! 
Let him groan under't long, linger an age 
In the worst agonies and pangs of death. 
And find it's ease, but late ! 

Pier. Nay, could'st thou not 
As well, my friend, have stretch'd the curse to all 
The senate round, as to one single villain? 

Jqff^. But curses stick not : could I kill with carsbg. 
By heav'n 1 know not thirty heads in Venice 
Should not be blasted ; senators should rot 
Like dogs on dunghills ; but their wives and daughters 
Die of their own diseases. Oh for a curse 
To kill with ! 

Pier. Daggers, daggers are much better ! 
Jaff. Ha! 
. Pier. Daggers. 

Jaff, But where arc they 1 
Pier. Oh, a thousand 
May be disposed in honest hands in Venice. 
Jaff. Thou talk'st in clouds. 
Pier. But yet a heart half wrong'd 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, Jaffier. 

Jaff. A thousand daggers, all in honest hands : 
And have not I a friend will stick one here 1 

Pier. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cberidi'd 
To a nobler purpose, I would be that friend. 
But thou hast better friends ; friends, whom thy wrongs 
Have made thy friends ; friends, worthy to be call'd so. 
rU trust thee with a secret: there are spirits 
This hour at work. But as thou art a man 
Whom I have pick'd and chosen from the world. 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter. 
And when I've told thee that which only gods. 
And men like gods, are privy to, then swear 
No chance or change shall wrest it from thy bosom, 
Joff' When thou would'st bind me, b Uiere need of 
oaths 1 
(Green-sickness girb lose maidenheads with snch counters) 
For thou'rt so near my heart, that thou may'st see 
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If 8 bottotOy sound it's strerigth and fii'mness t6 thee: 
Is coward, fool, or villain, in my face 1 
If I seem none of tbese, I dare believe 
Thou would'st not use me in a little cause. 
For I am fit for honour's toughest task ; 
Nor ever yet found fboling was my province ; 
And for a villanous ingiorioiis enterprize, 
I know thy heart so well, I dare lay mine 
before thee ; set it to what point thou wilt 

Pier. Nay, 'tis a cause thou wilt be fond df, JafBer : 
For it is founded on the noblest basis. 
Our liberties, our natural inheritance ; 
There's no religion, no hypocrisy in't; 
Well do the bus'ness, and ne'er fast and pray for't: 
Openly act a deed the world shall gaze 
With wonder at, and envy when 'tis done. 

Jaf. For liberty? 

Pier, For liberty, my friend ! 
Thou shalt be freed from base Priuli's tyranny. 
And thy sequester'd fortunes heal'd again. 
I shall be freed from those opprobrious wrongs 
That press me now, and bend my spirit downward : 
All Venice free, and ev'ry growing- merit 
Succeed to it's just right: rods shall be pull'd 
From wisdom's seat ; those baleful unclean birds. 
Those lazy owls, who (perch'd near fortune's top) 
Sit only watchful with their heavy wiogs 
To cutt down new-fledg'd virtues, that would rise 
To nobler lieights, and make the grove harmonious. 

J^gr. What can I do ? 

Pier. Canst thou not kill a senator 1 

Jqff^. Were there one wise or honest, I could kill him 
For herding with that nest of fools and knaves. 
By all my wrongs, thou talk'st as if revenge 
Were to be had, and the brave story warms me. 

Pier. Swear then ! 

Jqff'. I do, by all those glitt'nng stars. 
And yon great nrfing planet of the night ! 
By all good pow'rs ab^ve, and ill below! 
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By loTe and friendship, dearer than my lUe I 
No pow'r or death shall make me false to tiwe. 

Pier. Here we embrace, and lit unlock my heart* 
A counciFs held hard by, ^bere the destructioB 
Of thb great empire's batching : theie I'll lead thee I 
But be a man, for thou'rt to mix with men 
Fit to disturb the peace of all the world. 
And rule it when 'tis wildest— 

Jqff'' I give thee thanks 
For this kind warning : yes, I will be a man. 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou seest ray fears 
Betray me less, to rip this heart of mine 
Out of my breast, and shew it for a cowanf s. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this hour I chase 
All little thoughts, all ten<ler human follies 
Out of my bosom : vengeance shall have room ; 
Revenge ! 

Pier. And liberty ! 

Jqff'. Revenge! Revenge — [Exmni. 

SCENE lU.^Changes to AquilinaV House, the 

Greek Courtezan. 

Enter Renault. 

Ren. \Vliy was my choice ambition, the worst ground 
A wretch can build on ? 'tis indeed at distauce 
A goodly ])rospcct, tempting to the view ; 
The height delights us, and the mountain-top 
Looks beautiful, because 'tis nigh to heav'n. 
But we ne'er think how sandy 's the foundation, ' 
What storm will batter, and what tempest shake us ! 
Who's there 1 

Enter Spinosa. 

Sfin. Renault, good-morrow ! for by this time 
I tlunk the scale of night has turn'd the balance. 
And weighs up morning : has the clock struck twelve? 
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Ren, Yes ; clocks will go as tliey are set : but raah;* 
Irregular man's ne'er constant, never certain : 
Tve spent at least three precious hours of darkness 
In waiting dull attendance ; 'tb the curse 
Of diligent virtue to be mix'd, like mine. 
With giddy tempers, souls but half resolved. . 

iSptii. Hell seize that soul amongst us, it can frighten. 

Ren. Wbaf s then the cause that I am here alone ? 
Why are we not together 1 

Enter Eliot. 

O sir, welcome ! 

You are an Englishman : when treason's hatching. 
One might have thought you'd not have been behind- 
hand. 
In what whore*s lap have you been lolling I 
Give but an Englishman his whore and ease. 
Beef, and a sea-coal fire, he's your's for ever. 

Eliot, Frenchman, you are saucy. 

Ren, How! 

Enter Bedamar the Ambassador, Theodore, 
Brainville, Durand, Bribe, Revillido, 
Mezzana, Ternon, Retrosi, Conspirators. 

Bed. At difference? fy. — 
Is this a time for quarrels ? thieves and rogues 
Fall out and brawl : should men of your high calling. 
Men separated by the choice of Providence, 
From the gross heap of mankind, and set here 
In this assembly, as in one great jewel, 
T* adorn the bravest purpose it e'er smil'd on ; 
Should you, like boys, wrangle for trifles 7 

Ren. Boys! 

Bed. Renault, thy hand ! 

Ren. I thought I'd giv'n my heart 
Long since to ev'ry man that mingles here ; . 
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But grieve to find it trusted with such tempers. 
That can't forgive my froward age it's weakness. 

Bed. Eliot, thou once hadst virtue; I have seen 
Thy stubborn temper bend with godlike ^roodness. 
Not half thus courted : 'tis thy nation's glory. 
To hug the foe that offers bmve alliance. 
Once more embrace, mv friends — well all embi^ce — 
United thus, we are the mighty enghie 
Must twist this rooted empire from it's basis ! 
Totters it not already ? 

Eliot. Would 'twere tumbling ! 

Bed. Nay, it shall down : this night we seal it's ruin. 

Enter Pierre. 

Oh Pierre r thou art welcome! 
Come to my breast, for by it's hopes thou look'st 
Lovelily dreadful, and the fate of Venice 
Seems on thy sword already. Oh, my Mars! 
The poets that first feign 'd a god of war. 
Sure prophesied of thee. 

Pier. Friends! was not Brutus, 
(1 nican that Brutus, wlio in open senate 
Stabb'd the first Ca?5ar that usurp'd the world) 
A gallant man? 

Ren. Yes, and Catiline too ; 
Tho' story wrong his fame; for he conspir'd 
To prop the rteling glory of his country: 
His cause was good. 

Bed. And our's as much above it. 
As, Renault, thou'rt superior to Cethegus, 
Or Pierre to Cassius. 

Pitr. Then to what we aim at. 
When do we start? or must \^e talk for ever? 

Bed. No, Pierre, the deed's near birth : fate seems- 
to have set 
Thebus'ness up, and giv'n it to our care: 
I hope there's not a heart nor baud amongst us^ 
But is firm and ready. 

VOL. III. ' D 
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All. All! 

Well die with Bedamar. 

Bed^ Oh, men! 
Matchless, as will your glory be hereafter. 
The game is for a matchless prize, if won ; 
If lost, disgraceful ruin. 

Ren, What can lose ill 
The public stock's a beggar; one Venetian 
Trusts not another: look into their stores 
Of general safety ; empty magazines! 
A tatter'd fleet, a murm'ring unpaid army. 
Bankrupt nobility, a harassed commonalty, 
A factious, giddy, and divided senate. 
Is all the strength of Venice: let's destroy it ; 
Lefs fill their magazines with arms to awe them, 
Man out their fleet, and make their trade maintain it ; 
Let loose the murmuring army on their masters. 
To pay themselves with plunder; lop their nobles 
To the base roots, whence most of em first sprung; 
Enslave the rout, whom smarting will make humble ; 
Turn out their droning senate, and possess 
That seat of empire which our souls were fram'd for. 

Pier, Ten thousand men are armed at your nod. 
Commanded all by leaders fit to guide 
A battle for the freedom of the world; 
This wretched state has starved them in it*s service. 
And by your bounty quickcn'd, they're resolv'd 
To serve your glory, and revenge their own : 
Tliey've all their different quarters in this city. 
Watch for th' alarm, and grumble 'tis so tardy. 

Bed, I doubt not, friend, but thy unwearied diligence 
Has still kept waking, and it shall have ease: 
After this night; it is resolv'd we meet 
No more, till Venice own us for her lords. 

Pier. How lovelily the Adriatic whore, 
Dress'd in her flames, will shine! devouring flames! 
Such as shall bum her to the wat'ry bottom. 
And hiss in her foundation. 

Bed. Now if any 
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*Mongst us, that owiit this glorious c^use. 
Have friends or interest he'd wish to save. 
Let it be told; the geii'ral doom it seal'd; 
But rd forego the hopes of a worid's empire^ 
Rather than wound the bowels of my friend. 

Pier. I must confess, you there have toneh'd my 
weakness : 
I have a friend ; hear it, and such a friend ! 
My heart was ne'er shut to him. Nay, I'll tell you : 
He knows the very bus'ness of this hour ; 
But he rejoices in the cause, and loves it. 
We've 'chang'd a vow to live and die together. 
And he's at hand to ratify it here. 

Ren, How ! all betray'd ? 

Pier. No " I've dealt nobly with you ; 
I've brought my all into the public stock ; 
I had but one friend, and him TU share amongst you! 
Receive and cherish him : or if, when seen 
And search'd, you tind him worthless; as my tongue 
Has lodg'd this secret in his faithful breast. 
To ease your fears I wear a dagger here 
Shall rip it out again, and give you rest.— 
Come forth, thou only good I e'er could boast of. 

Enter Jaffibr triM a Dagger. 

Bed. His presence bears the shew of manly virtue* 
Jqff'. 1 know you'll wonder all, that thus uncall'd^ 
I dare approach this place of fatal counsels; 
But I'm amongst you, and by heav'n it glads me 
To see so many virtues thus united. 
To restore justice, and dethrone oppression. 
Command this sword, if you would have it quie^ 
Into this breast; but if you think it worthy 
To cut the throats of rev'rend rogues in robes. 
Send me into the curs'd assemble senate; 
It shrinks not, tho' I meet a father there. 
Would you behold thb city flammg] here's 

D2 
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A hand shall bear a lighted torch at noon 
To th' arsenal, and set it's gates on fire. 

Ren. You talk this well, sin 

Jaff. Nay — by heav'n I'll do this. 
Come, come, 1 read distrust in all your faces. 
You fear me a villain, and indeed 'tis odd 
To hear a stranger talk thus at first meeting. 
Of matters that have been so well debated; 
But I come ripe with wrongs, as you with counsels; 
I hate this senate, am a foe to Venice; 
A friend to none, but men resolv'd, like me. 
To push on mischief: oh, did you but know me, 
I need not talk thus ! 

Bed. Pierre ! 1 must embrace him. 
My heart beats to this man as if it knew him. 

Ren, I never lov'd these buggers. 

Jqf. Still I see 
The cause delights me not. Your friends survey me. 
As I were dangerous — but I come arm'd 
Against all doubts, and to your trust will give 
A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for. 
My Belviclera! Ho! my Belvidera! 

Bed. What wonder next ? 

Jqff^» Let me entreat you. 
As I have henceforth hopes to call ye friends, 
That all but the ambassador, and this 
Grave guide of councils, with my friend that owns me. 
Withdraw a-while, to spare a woman's blushes. 

[Eaeimt all Imt Bed. Ren. JafF. Pier. 

Bed. Pierre, whither will this ceremony lead us? 

Jqff'. My Belvidera ! Belvidera ! 

Enter Belvidera. 

Beh. Who, 
Who calls so loud at this late peaceful hour? 
That voice was wont to come in gentle whispers. 
And fill my ears with the soft breath of love : 
Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou ? 

Joff'. Indeed 'tis late. 
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Belv, Oh! I have slept, and dreamt. 
And dreamt again: where hast thou been, thou loiterer; 
Tho' my eyesclos'd, my arms have still been open'd; 
Stretch'd evVy way betwixt my broken slumbers. 
To search if thou wert come to crown my rest ; 
There's no repose without thee : oh the day 
Too soon will break, and wake us to our sorrow ; 
Come, com« to bed, and bid thy cares good-night. 

Jqff'* Oh Belvidera! we must change the scene 
In which the past delights of life were tasted: 
The poor sleep little, we must learn to watch 
Our labours late, and early cvVy morning. 
Midst winter frosts, thin clad and fed with sparing. 
Rise to our toils, and drudge away the day. 

Belv, Alas! where am 1 1 whither is't you lead mtl 
Methinks I read distraction in your face ! 
Something less gentle than the fate you tell me: 
You shake and tremble too ; your blood runs cold ! 
lleav'ns guard my love, and bless his heart with patience! 

Jqff'. That I have patience, let our fate bear witness. 
Who has ordain'd it so, that thou and I 
(Thou the divinest good man e'er possessed. 
And I the wretchcd'st of the race of man). 
This very hour, without one tear, nmst part. 

Belv. Part ! must we parti Oh ! am L then forsaken ? 
Will my love cast me off I have my misfortunes 
Offended him so highly, that he'll leave me ? 
Why drag you from me 1 whither are you going ? 
My dear! ray life! my love! 

Jqf. Oh, Friends! 

Belv. Speak to me. 

Jaff. Take her from ray heart. 
She'll gain such hold else, 1 shall ne'er get loose. 
I charge thee take her, but with tend'rest care. 
Relieve her troubles, and assuage her sorrows. 

Ren, Rise, madam! and command amongst your 
servants! 

Jaff. To you, sirs, and yoiu: honours, I bequeath 
ner. 



J8 vr.NicE phesehveu: on, 

And with her lliw: whene'er I prove uiiworllij 

[(Jit-Ma Dagger. 
t Tou know ihe rest — ^Thrn strike it to her lieart: 
^-AikI tell her, he, who three whole happy yvon 
\ lay iu her arms, and euch kuid night repeated 
[ The passionate vows of still increasing love, 
I Seni that reward for all her truth and sulfritig!. 
^ Belv. Nay, take my life, since he has sold it cheaply; 
I Or send nie to some distant clime your slave, 

t let it be far off, lest my compluinings 
[ Should reach his guilt; ears, and shake his peace. 
Jaff". No, Belvidem, I've contriv'd thy honour : 
I Trust to my l^itli, and be but fortune kind 
*" , as I'll preserve that failli unbroken! 
next we lueel, I'll lift ihec to a height 
[ Shall gather all the gazing world about thee, 
" ivdiider what strange virtue plac'd thee there. 

^ Sut if we ne'er meet more 

Btlv, Ob, thou unkind one; 
Never meet more I have 1 deserv'd ibis from youl 
111 me, tell me; speak, Ibuu dear deceiver, 
m I ^cpamted from iby lovel 
flam falsi;, accuse nie; but if true, 
r Don't, pr'ytbee don't in poverty forsake me : 

■ But pity the sad heart that's torn with pailing. 

I Yet hear me! yet recall me — [£*. Ren. Bed. anc/ Bel v. 

k.' Jaff. Ob my eyes! 

K4x>ok not thai way, but turn yourselves a-while 
1 1nto my heart, and be wean'd all together. 

■ f^y friend, where arl thou ! 

Pier. Here, my honour's brother. 

Jqff". Is Selvidera gone? 

Pier. Kenault has Ird her 
Sack to her own apartment: but, by heav'n! 
Thou must not see ber more till our work's over. 

./#. No I 

i'lVr, Not for your life. 

Jaff. Oh Pierre, w«rt thou but she, 
Huw I could pull tbee down into my heart. 
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Gtize on thee till my eye-strings crack'd with love« 

Till ail my sinews, with it's fire extended, 

Fix'd me upon the rack of ardent longing: 

Then swelling, sighing, raging to be blest. 

Come like a panting turtle to thy breast. 

On thy soft bosom hov'ring, bill, and play. 

Confess the cause why last I fled away ; 

Own 'twas a fault, but swear to give it o'er. 

And never follow false ambition more. [Exeunt Ambo. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Aquilina and her Maid, 

AquiL Tell him I am gone to bed: tell him I am not 
at home : tell him I've better company with me, or any 
thing: tell him, in short, I will not see him, the eternal 
troublesome vexatious fool : he's worse company than an 

ignorant physician Fli not be disturbed at these 

unseasouable hours. 

Maid. But, madam, he's here already, just entered 
the doors. 

AquiL Turn him out again, you unnecessary, useless, 
giddy-brained ass ! if he will not be gone, set the house 
a-fire, and bum us both : I had ratlier meet a toad in 
my dish, than that old hideous animal in my chamber 
to-night. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky — how dost do, Nackyl 
Hurry durry. I am come, little Nacky ; past eleven 
o'clodc, a late hour; time in all conscience to go to bed. 
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Nacky — Nacky did 1 say? Ay, Nacky ; Aquilina, lina, 
lina, quilina, quilina, quilina, Aqiiiliiia, Naquilina, 
Naquilina, Acky, Acky, Nacky, Nacky, queen Nacky-r^ 
come, let's to bed — you fubbs, you pug you — you little 
puss — purree luzzy — I am a senator. 

AqtiiL You are a fool, I am sure. 

-4«^. May be so too, sweet -heart. Never tlie worse 
senator for all that. Come Nacky, Nacky, let's have a 
game at romp, Nacky. 

AquiL You would do well, signior, to be troublesome 
hei'€ no longer, but leave me to myself, be sober, and 
go home, sir. 

Ant, Home, Madoua? 

AquiL Ay, home, sir. Who am I ? 

Ant, Madona, as I take it, you are my — you are— 
thou art my little Nicky Nacky — that's all ! 

AquiL I find you are resolved to be troublesome ; 
and so to make short of the matter in few words, I hate 
you, detest you, loath you, I am weary of yon, sick of 
you — hang you, you are an old, silly, impertinent, im- 
'|)otent, solicitous coxcomb; crazy in your head, and 
lazy in your body, love to be meddling with every 
4hing; and if you had not money, you are good for 
nothing. 

Ant. Good for nothing! Hurry durry, I'll try that 
presently. Sixty-one years* old, and good for nothing! 
that's brave. \To the Maid.] Come, come, come, 
Mrs. Fiddle-faddle, turn you out for a season; go, turn 
,out, I say, it is our will and pleasure to be private some 
moments — out, out when you are bid too — [Puts Aft- 
4>ut and locks the door,] Good for nothing, you say. 

AquiL Why, what are you good for ? 

Ant. In the first place, madam, I am old, and conse- 
quently very wise, veiv wise, Madona, d ye mark that 1 
in the second place, take notice, if you please, that I am 
.a senator, and when I think fit can make speeches, 

* This was precisely the age of Lprd Sloftesbury. He died 
1683, aged sixty-two. 
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Madona. Hurry durry» I can make a speech in the 
senate-house now and then — would make your hair 
stand on end, Madona. 

AquU, What care I for your speeches in the senate- 
house ? If you would be silent here, I sliould thank you. 

Ant. Why, I can make speeches to thee too, my 
lovely Madona ; for example — my cruel fair one, 
[Takes out a Purse of Gold, and at every pau9e skmkes 
it] since it is my ^te, that you should with your 
^rvant angry prove ; though late at night — i hope 'tis 
not too late with this to gain reception for my love — 
there's for thee, my little Nicky Nacky — take it ; here 
take it — I say take it, or Til throw it at your head — 
how now, rebel ! 

Aquil, Truly, my illustrious senator, I must confess 
your honour is at present most profoundly eloquent in- 
deed. 

Ant, Very well : come, now let's sit down aud think 
upon't a little — come sit, I say — sit dows by me a little, 
my Nicky Nacky, hah — [Sits dawn] Hurry durry — 
good for nothing — 

Aquil, No, sir ; if you please, I can know my distance 
and stand. 

Ant, Stand: how? Nacky up, and I down! Nay, 
then let me exclaim with the \wet : — 

Shew me a case more pitiful who can, 
A standing woman, and a falling man. 

Hurry diyry — not sit down — see this ye gods — 
You won't sit down ? 

Aquil. No, sir. 

Ant, Then look you, now, suppose me a bull, a 

Basau-bull, the bull of bulls, or any bull. Thus up I 

get, and with my brows thus bent — 1 broo, I say, I broo, 

I broo, I broo. You won't sit down, will you I — I broo— 

[Bellows like a Bull, and drives her about, 

Aquil, Well, sir; I must endure this. [She sits down.] 
Now your honour has been a bull, pray what beast will 
0[€lir worship please to be next ] 
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Ant. Now I'll be s Knator agxiu, and tby lover, little 
Nicky Naclcy! [He lita by An.] Ah, toad, tond, toad, 
toad ! spit in my face a lillle, Nacky— spit in my face, 
pr'ytbee spit in my face, never so little : spit but a little 
bit — spit, spit, spit spit, wlien you are bid, I say ; do, 
pr'ytbee spit— now, now, now spit: what, you won't 
spit, wUI you I tben I'll be a dog. 

AquU. A <iog, my lord 1 

Ant. Ay, a dog — and I'll give thee llib t'other purw 
to let me be a dog — »iid to use me like a dog a little. 
Hurry duiry — i will — here 'lis. — [Ghat the Pitrte. 

Aquil. Well; with all my licnrt. But lei me beseech 
your dogsbip to piny your tricks over as fast an you can, 
that you may come to stinking tlic sooner, and be lunied 
out of doors, as you deserve. 

Ant. Ay, ay — no matter for that — [He geU under 
the Table] that shan't move me — now, bough waugb 
waugh, bough waugb — [BorArs like a Dog. 

Aquil. Hold, bold, bold, sir, I beseech you ; what is't 
you do I If curs bite, tliey roual be kicked, f.ir. Do you 
nee, kicked tlius. 

Ant, Ay, with all my heart ; do, kick, kick on ; now 
I am under the table, kick again — kick harder — h'drd(.-T 
yet, bough waugh waugh, waugh, bough — odd, I'll 
have a snap at ihv shins — bough waugh waugb, waugh, 
bough — odd, she kicks bravely. — 

Aquil. Nay then, I'll go another way to work with 
you : and 1 think here's au instrument lit tor the purpo^ie. 
[Fttehm a ^'kip and a Bell.] What, bite your mbtress, 
sirtah 1 out, out of dcors, you dog, to kenDcl and be 
haiiged — bite your mistress by the If gs, you rogue! — 
[-S'Af whip* him. 

Ant. Nay, pr'ytbee Nacky, now Ihou art too loving : 
hurry durry, odd, I'll be a dog no longer. 

Aquil. Nay, none of your fawning and ghiming: but 
begone, or here's Ihe disciplme : what, bite your mistress 
by die legs, you mungril t Out of doors — honl, bout, 
to kennel, sirrah I go. 

Ant. 'Tills is very biTbarous usage, Nacky, very bar- 
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4>arous : look yoa» 1 will not go — I will not stir from 
the door, that I resolve— hurry durry, what shot me 
out ] [She wMpt him wt. 

AquU. Ay; and if you come here any more to-night, 
ril have my footmen lug you, you cur: what, bite yoiir 
poor mistress Nacky, sirrah I 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. Heavens, madam ! What's the matter ? 

[He kowUmi the door Hke m D0g. 
AquU. Call my footmen hither presently. 

Enter two Footmen. 

Maid. They are here already, madam ; the house is 
aH alarmed with a strange noise, that nobody knows 
,what to make of. 

Aqvil. Go all of you and turn that troublesome 
beast in the next room out of my house — if I ever see 
him within these walls again, without my leave for bis 
admittance, you sneaking rogues — Fll have you poisoned 
all, pois4iUed, like rats ; every comer of the house shall 
stink of one of you : go, and learn hereafter to know 
my pleasure. So now for my Pierre : 

Thus when the godlike lover was displeased. 

We sacrifice our fool, and he's appeas'd. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Belvidera. 

Beh. I'm sacrific'd ! Fm sold I betray'd to shame I 
Inevitable ruin has inclos'd me ! 
No sooner was I to my bed repau'd. 
To weigh, and (weeping) ponder my condition. 
But the old hoary wretch^ to whose false caie 
My peace and honour wasjentrusted, came 
(like Tarqum) ghastly vith infernal lust* 



' Oh Ihou itonii 
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Oh thou itoniaii Lucrecc! 

Thou could'st find frientis lo viudicate thy wrong j 

I never had but one, and he's prov'd fulse; 

He that should guard my virtue, has betray'd it : 

Left me! undone me 1 oh that 1 could hale him ! 

Where shall I go? oh wliither, whilher wander! 

Vnter Jaffier. 

Jaff. Can Bctvidera want a reating-ptace, 
When these poor arms are open to receive lierT 
Oil, 'tis ill vain lo struggle with desires 
Strong as my love to thee ; for ev'ry moment 
I'm from thy »iglit, the heart within my bosom 
Moaiu like a tender infant in it's cradle. 
Whose nurse had lefl it ; come, and with the songs 
Of gentle love, persuade it to it's peace. 

Belli, I fear the stubborn wand'rur wilt not own ni 
'TIS grown a rebel to be rul'd no longer. 
Scorns the indulgent bosom that lirst Inll'd it ; 
And, like a ditoliedieni child, disdain>i 
The soft authority of Belvidera. 

Jirff^. There was a time — 

Jielv, Yes, yea, there was a time 
When Belvidcra's tears, her cries, and sorrows. 
Were not despisM! when if she cbanc'd to sigli. 
Or look but sad; — there was indeed a time 
When Jatlier would have ta'en her in Ins arms, 
Eas'd her declining head upon his breast. 
And never lef): her till h« found the cause. 
But let her now weep aeas. 
Cry till she rend the earth ; sigh till she bur^l 
Her heart asunder; still he bears it all; 
Deaf as the wind, and as the rocks unsltakcti. 

Jaff. Have I been deaf? am 1 that rock unniov'd. 
Against whose root tears beat, and Mghs are sent 
In vain! have I beheld thy sorrows calmly? 
Witness against mc, heav'ns, have I done this? 
Then bear mc in a whirlwind back agab, 
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And let that angry dear one ne'er forgive roe ! 
Oh thou too rashly ceusur'st* of my love ! 
Could'st thou but think how I have spent this night, 
Dark and alone, no pillow to my head. 
Rest in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart. 
Thou would'st not, Belvidera, sure thou would'st not 
Talk to me thus ; but like a pitying angel 
Spreading thy wings, come settle on my breasi. 
And hatch warm comfort there, ere sorrows freeze it. 

Belv. Why then, poor mourner, in what baleful 
comer 
Hast thou been talking with that witch the night 1 
On what cold stone hast thou been stretch'd along. 
Gathering the grumbling winds about thy liead. 
To mix with thcir's the accents of thy woes ? 
Oh, now 1 And the cause my love forsakes me ! 
1 am no longer fit to bear a share 
In his concernments : my weak female virtue 
Must not be trusted; 'tis too frail and tender. 

Jaff, Oil Porcia ! Porcia I What a soul was thine ! 

Belv. That Porcia was a woman ; and when Brutus, 
Big with the fate of Rome, (Heav'n guard thy safety !) 
Conceal'd from her the labours of his mind, 
She let him see her blood was great as hb, 
Flow'd from a spring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partake his troubles, as his love : 
Fetch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful dower 
Thou gav'st last night in parting with me ; strike it 
Here to my heart ; and as the blood flows from it. 
Judge if it run not pure as Cato's daughter's. 

Jaff. Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 

CbNSUr'st o/0iy love. — 
To censure^ here means to think, judge, or estimate (qu. from 
tcHjnJ ; in which sense it is often used by Shakespeare. 

" If you do censure me by what you were. 

Not what you are." Hen^ VL Part I. act 5, sc. 5. 

-whose equality 



I** 



By our best eyes catmot be censured^ 

King Jahn^ act 2, s c. 2. 
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Unworthy so mucU virtue : teaclt me hnw 
I may deserve lucb matcblns love as thine. 
And see with what attention I'll obey Ibee. 

Beh. Do nut despise me: that's the all I ask. 

Jeff". Dt^pisc ibeel hear me — 

Betv. Ob tby charming tongue 
Is but too well acquainl«d with my weakness; 
Knows, let it name but love, my melting heart 
Dissolves within my breast ; till with clos'd eyec 
1 reel into thy arms, and all's forgotten. 

Jqf. What shall 1 doT 

Belv. Tell nie ! be just, and tell nie 
Wliy dwells that busy cloud ii|)oii thy facel 
Why am I made a striinger) why that sigh. 
And I not know the cause I why when the world 
Is wrapp'd in rest, why chooses then my lov« 
To wander up and down in horrid darkiiess, 
Loathing his bed, and these desiring armsl 
Why are these eyes blood-shot with tedious watching) 
Why starts he now 1 auil looks as if he wish'd 
His fate were finish'd I Tell me, esse my fcarj 
Lest when we next time meet, 1 want the power 
To search into the sickness of thy mind*. 
But talk as wildly then, as thou Inok'at now. 

Jaff. Oh. Belvideral 

Beh. Why w3) I last night 
Deliver'd to a villain { 

Jaff. Hah, a villain! 

Bflv. Yes f to a villain I Why at such m hour 
Meets Ihai axBciobly, all made up of wretches 
That look as hell had drawn 'em into league } 
Why, i in this hand, and in that a dueler, 
Was I deliver'd with such dreadful ceremonies I-^ 

■ 7*1 iiard at' Ibc -iihiii n/liy miml.— 

You have tome tick offence within joar muid. 



t t> probably inucaied Irom tlut Ik- 
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To you, airs, and your honour I befueaik ker. 
And with her this: whene'er I prove umworiky. 
You know the rest, then strike it to her hemil 
Oh ! wh/s that resi eonceal'd from rae? Must I 
Be made the hostage of a hellish trust 1 
For such I know I am ; that's all my value ! 
But by the love and loyalty I owe thee, 
rU free thee from the bondage of these slaves ; 
Straight to the senate, tell 'em all I koow. 
All that I thiuky all that my fears inform me ! 

Jaff. Is this the Roiuaii virtue! this the biood 
That boasts it's puritv with Cato's daughter? 
Would she have e'er i>etray'd her Brutus 1 

Belv. No; 
For Bmtus trusted her : wert thou so kind. 
What would uot Belvidera suffer for thee I 

Jajgr. I shall imdo myself, and tell thee all. 

Belv. Look not upon me as I am, a woman. 
But as a bone, thy wife, thy friend ; who long 
Has had admission to thy heart, and there 
Studied the virtues of thy gallant nature ; 
Thy constancy, thy courage, and thy truth. 
Have been ray daily lesson : I have learnt then. 
Am bold as thou, can suffer or despbe 
The worst of fetes for thee; and with thee share them. 

Jaff. Oh, you divmest pow'rs ! look down and hear 
My pray'rs ! instruct me to reward this virtue ! 
Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me further : 
Think Fve a tale to tell wiU shake thy nature. 
Melt all this boasted constancy thou talk'st of, 
luto vile tears and despicable sorrows : 
Then if thou sliould'st betray me ! 

Beh. Shall I swear 1 

t/«^. No ; do not swear : I would not violate 
Thy tender nature with so rude a bond : 
But as thou hop'st to see rae live my days. 
And love thee long, lock this within thy breast: — 
Fve bound myself by all the strictest sacraments^ 
Divine and human** 
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Belv. Speak! — 

Jaff. To kill thy father-- 

Belv, My father ! 

Jaff", Nay, the throats of the whole senate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera: he amongst us 
That spares his father, brother, or his friend, 
Is damn'd. Hqw rich and beauteous will the face 
Of ruin look, when these wide streets run blood ; 
I and the glorious partners of my fortune 
Shouting, and striding o'er the prostrate dead. 
Still to new waste ; whilst thou, far off in safety 
Smiling, shalt see the wonders of our daring; 
And when night comes, with praise and love receive me. 

Belv. Oh! 

Jaff". Have a care, and shrink not, ev'n in thought !. 
For if thou dost — 

Belv. I know it, thou wilt kill me. 
Do, strike thy sword into this bosom : lay me 
Dead on the eartli, and then thou wilt be safe. 
Murder my father ! the' his cruel nature 
Has persecuted me to my undoing ; 
Driv'n me to basest wants ; can I behold him. 
With smiles of vengeance, butcher'd in his age? 
The sacred fountain of my life destroyed] 
And canst thou shed the blood that gave me being I 
Nay, be a traitor too, and sell thy country ? 
Can thy great heart descend so vilely low. 
Mix with hir'd slaves, bravoes, and common stabbers^ 
Nose-slitters, alley-lurking villains ! join 
Witli such a crew, and take a ruffian's wages. 
To cut the throats of wretches as they sleep I 

Jaff". Thou wrongest nie, Belvidera! IVeengag'd 
With men of souls; fit to reform tiie ills 
Of all mankind: there's not a heart amongst them, 
But's stout as death, yet honest as the nature 
Of man first made, ere fraud and vice were fashions. 
Belv. What's he to whose curst hands last night thoa 
gav'st me ] 
Was that well done? Oh 1 1 could tell a story 
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Would rouse thy lion-heart out of it's den. 
And make it rage with terrifying fbry. 

Jaff', Speak on, I charge thee I 

Beiv, Oh my love I if e'er 
Thy Belvidem'^ |>eace deserv'd thy care. 
Remove me from this place: Last night, last aiglil! 

Jffff. Distract me not, but give me all tfM fhifh. 

Belv, No sooner wert thou gone, and I alone. 
Left in the pow'r of that old son of mischief; 
No sooner was I lain on my sad bed. 
But that vile wretch approached me ; loose, onbutton'cT/ 
Ready for violation : tlien my heart 
Tlirobb'd with it's fears : oh how f wept and sigh'd. 
And shrunk and trembled ; wtsh'd in vain for him 
That should protect me ! thou, alas! wert gone! 

Jaff. Patieuce ! sweet heav'n, till I make vengeance 
sure. 

Belv, He drew the hideous dagger fDrth thoa gav^at 
htm. 
And with upbraiding smiles, he said. Behold it: 
litis is the plkdge ^ a false hnshand's love: 
And ill my arms then press'd, and would have cla^d me ; 
But with my cries I scared hu coward-heart. 
Till he withdrew, and mutter'd vows to hell. 
These are thy friends ! with these thy life, thy honooT, 
Thy love, all's stak'd, and all will go to mini 

Jaff. No more : I charge thee keep this secret close ; 
Clear up thy sorrows, look as if thy wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a friena. 
As no complaint were made. No more ; retire. 
Retire, my life, and doubt not of my honour ; 
ril heal it's failings, and deserve thy love. 

Belv, Oh should 1 part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In answer leave me, and return no more. 

Jt^. Return no more ! I would not live without thee 
Another night, to purchase the creation. 

Belv. When shall we meet again? 

J^» Anon, at twelve : 
rU steal myself to thy expectuig arms. 
Come like a travdl'd dove, and briog thee peact . 

VOL. III. B 
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Delv. Indeed ! 

Jqff". By all our loves! 

Btlv. Til bard to jmrt : 
But sure no faUhood ever look'd so fditly. 
Farewell — remember twelve. — [£Irif Bclviilera. 

Jaff. Lei heav'n forget me 
When [ remember nut tliy tntlb, lliy love. 
Mow curst is my coodiliuii! to^'d and ju&lled 
From ev'ry corner; fortune's common tool. 
Tbe jest of roguea, an instrumental aas 
For villains to lay loads uf shame upon, 
And drive about Just for tlieir ease and scorn. 

Enter PiBRRE. 

Pier, JaBier ! 
Jojf. Wbo calls? 

Pier. A friend, Iltat could liavcwisb'd 
T'have found thee otherwise employ 'd : what, hunt 
A wife on the dull foil t sure a stanch husband 
or all lioutids is the dullest? wilt Ibou never. 
Never be wean'd from caudles and confcctiutiii 1 
What femiuine tale hasl thou been list'ning to. 
Of unajr'd shirls; calarrlis and tooUi-ach, ^ot 
By thin-sol'd shoes? lyamnationl tbat a fellow. 
Chosen to be a sharer in tbe destruction 
Of a whole people, sh-ould sneak thus tu corners 
To ease his fulsome lusts, and fool his mind ! 

Jaff. May not a man then trifle out au hour 
With a kind woman, and not wrong his calluig ? 
Pier. Not in a cause like our's. 
Jtrff^. Then, friend, our cause 
[a in a damn'd condition: for I'll tell thee, 
I That canker-worn), call'd lechery, ha^ louch'il it; 
I Tia tainted vilely : would'st thou think it, Renault 
I (That mortified, old, witber'd, winter-rogue), 
I I/>ves simple fornication tike a prie»t; 

1 found him out for wet'ring at my wife: 
' He visited her last niglit, like a kind guardian: 
Faitb, she has some temptatioos, that's the truth oa't. 
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Pier, He dunt not wrong his trustl 

Jqff'. Twas sometbing late tho'. 
To take the freedom of a lady's chamber. 

Pier, Was she in bed! 

Jqgr, Yes, faith, in virgin sheets. 
White as her bosom, Pierre, dish'd neatly np. 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to taste. 
Oh how the old fox stunk, 1 warrant thee, 
When the rank fit was on him ! 

Pier, Patience guide me! 
He us'd no violence? 

Jq^T. No, no! out* on't, violence! 
Pla/d with her neck ; brush'd her with his gray beard. 
Struggled and towz'd, tickled her till she squeak'd a little. 
May be, or so — but not a jot of violence — 

Pier, Damn him ! 

Jaff, Ay, so say I: but hush, no more on't; 
All hitherto is well, and I believe 
Myself no monster yet: tho' no man knows 
What fate he's bom to. Sure 'tis near the hour 
We all should meet for our concluding orders: 
Will the ambassador be here in person ? 

Pier, No: he has sent conmnssion to that villain, 
Renault, to give the executing charge; 
rd have thee be a man, if possible. 
And keep thy temper; for a brave revenge 
Ne'er comes too late. 

Jaff. Fear not, I'm cool as patience: 
Had he completed my dishonour, rather 
Than hazard the success our hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with mortifying virtue. 

Pier. He's yonder coming this way thro' the hall; 
His thoughts seem full. 

Jqff, Pr'ythee retire, and leave me 
With him alone: I'll put him to some trial. 
See how his rotten part will bear the touching. 

Pier, Be careful then. [Exit Pierre 

Jqff', Nay, never doubt, but trust me. — 
What, be a devil! take a damning oath 

E 2 
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For shedding native blood! can there be a sin 
la merciful repentance? Oh this villain! 

Enter Renault. 

Ren. Perverse! and peevish! what a slave is man! 
To let his itching flesh thus get the better of him! 
Despatch the tool her husband — that were well — 
Who's there? 

Jqff. A man. 

Ren, My friend, my near ally! 
The hostage of your faith, my beauteous charge 
Is very well. 

Jtff. Sir, are you sure of that? 
Stands she in perfect health? beats her pulse even? 
Neither too hot nor cold? 

Ren, What means that question? 

JajS^, Oh, women have fantastic constitutions. 
Inconstant as their wishes, always wav'ring. 
And never fix'd; was it not boldly done, 
Ev'n at iirst sight to trust the thing I lov'd 
(A tempting treasure too!) with youth so fierce 
And vigorous as thuie? but thou art honest. 

Ren, Who dares accuse me? 

Jqff", Curst be him that doubts 
Thy virtue; I have tried it, and declare. 
Were I to choose a guardian of my honour, 
rd put it in thy keeping; for I know thee* 

Ren, Know me? 

Jqjf, Ay, know thee: there's no falshood in thee, 
Thou look'st just as thou art: let us embrace. 
Now would'st thou cut my throat, or I cut thine? 

Ren. You dare not do't. 

Jtff, You lie, sir. 

Ren. How! 

Jqff, No more. 
Tis a base world, and must reform, thaf s all. 
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Enter Spinosa, Theodore, Eliot, RsviLLfDO, 
DuRAND, Brainville, and the reri of the Con- 
tpiratora. 

Ren. Spiiiosa! Theodore I 

Spin. The same. 

Ren, You are welcome! 

Spin. You are trembliog, sir. 

Ren. Tis a cold night indeed, and I am aged. 
Full of decay and natural iaiirmiUes: [Pierre re-enUn* 
We shall be warm, my friend, I hope, to-morrow. 

Pier. Twas not well done ; thou should'st have ftrok'd 
him. 
And not have gall'd him. 

Jaff. Damn him, let him chew on't. 
Heav'n! where am I? beset with cursed fiends. 
That wait to damn me: what a devil 's man. 
When he forgets his nature — hush, my heart. 

Ren. My friends, 'tis late; are we assembled alll 
Wliere's Theodore! 

Theo. AX hand. 

Ren., Spinosa. 

Spin. Here. 

Ren. Brainville. 

JBrain. I'm ready. 

Ren. Durand and Bribe. 

Ihtr. Command us. 
We are both prepar'dl 

Ren. Mezzana, Revillido^ 
Temon, Retrosi ; oh, you're men, I find. 
Fit to liehold your hie, and meet her summons; 
To-morrow's rising sun must see you all 
Peck'd ui your honours! Are the soldiers ready 1 

Omnes. All, all. 

IZffi.* You, Durand, with your thousand, must 



* Tha scene, particiiUrly the cbvge of Reoauls, it doitly 
imkated from St. lUfiL 




/EMCB preserved: OB, 



V jour charge already; 



St. Mark's; you, captain, hni 

Tis to secure the ducal palac 

Bribe, wilb a hundred more, must gain the Sec(jue. 

With the like number, Brainville to the I'rocurale. 

Be ail this done with the least tumult possible. 

Till ia each place you post sufficient guards: 

Then sheath your swards in ev'ry breast you meet. 

Jaff. Oh rev'rend cruelty! Damn'd bloody villain! 

Rrn. During this execution, Durand, you 
Mii3t, ill the iiiidst, ^eep your battalia f<tst; 
And, Theodore, be sure to plant the caniiou 
lliat may command Ihe streets ; whilst Revillido, 
Mezzana, Temoi^ and Rctrosi, guard you. 
(This done) we'll give the general alarm. 
Apply petards, and force the ars'nal gates; 
Then fire Ibe city round in sev'ral places. 
Or with our cannon (if it dare resist) 
Baller't to ritin. But above all, I charge you. 
Shed blood enough, Bjare neither sex nor age, 
Nankenorcondition; if Lbei;e live a senator 
Afker to-morrow, tho' the dullest rogue 
That e'er said nothing, we have lost our ends; 
Jf possible, let's kill the very name 
flf senator, and bury it in blood. 

Jiiff. Merciless, horrid slave!— Ay, bJ.ood eoough-' 
Shed blood enough, old Renault: how thou charm'stme! 

Ittri, fiut one thing more, .and then farewell till fate 
Join us again, orsep'rate us for ever: 
First, let's embrace; lieav'n knows who next shall thus 
Wing ye together: but Jet's oil remember 
We near no coifimon cause upon our swords; 
Let each man think, that on bis single virtue 
Depends the gnod and fame of all the rest : 
Eternal honour, or perpetual infamy. 
Let us remember, thro' what dreadful hazards 
Propitious fortune hithetlo has led us; 
How often on the brink of some discovery 
Have we stood totl'riug, yet still kept our ground 
So «ell, the busiest searchers ne'er could follow 
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Those subtle tracks which puzzled all auspicioii. 
Yuu ctrooj>, sir. 

Jaff. No : with mnst profoiind atlentimi] 
I've heard it all, and womJeT at thy virtue. 

Rfu. Tho' there be yet lew hours 'twixt them and rakt. 
Are not tltc senate lull'd in full security. 
Quiet aud satistied, as fools are i^lwajr)! 
Never did so profound repose forerun 
Calamity so great; nay, our good fortune 
Has blinded tlic most fHercing of mankind ; 
Strenglheii'd the fearfull'st, charm'd the most tuspectful. 
Confounded ttii^ most subtle : for we live, 
We live, my friendB, aiKl quickly sliaH our life 
Prove fatal to these tyrants: let's conwdtr 
That we destroy oppresaioD, avarice, 
A people nurs'd up equally with ficei 
And loatLwme lusts, which nature most abhors. 
And such as without shame she caimut suffer. 

Jifff". Oh, Belvidera, take me to thy amts. 
And shew trie where's my peace, for I have lost it. 

[Kr. Jaff. 

Rtn. Without the least remorse, then, let's resolve 
With (ire and sword t'exterminate these tyrants; 
Aiid wli«i we shall behold those curst tribunals 
Slaiu'd by the tears and suff'rings of tlie innocent, 
Burning with flames, rather from heav'n than our'% 
Tlte raging, furious, mid unpitying soldier 
Pulling his reeking dagger from the bosoms 
Of gasping wTetches -, death in ev'ry quarter. 
With nil that sad disorder can produce, 

kTo make a spectacle of horror; then, 
Tlien let us call to miiid, my deareit friends. 
That there is nothing pure upon the earth ; 
That the most valu'd things have most allays. 
And tbat in change uf all thow vile enormities. 
Under whose weiglit this wretched country labours. 
The means are only in our hands to crown them. 
Pier. And may those pow'rs above, that are propitious 
To gallant minds, record this cause, and bless it. 
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Ren. Thus hs^ppy^ th|i» secure of all we wish for^ 
-Should .there, iny friends, be found amongst us. oue 
False to this glorious eoifcerprise, what fale. 
What vengeance were enough for such a villain 1 

Eli^t, Death here without repentance, hell hereafter. 

Ren. Let that be my lot, if as here I stand. 
Listed by fate amongst her dading sons, 
Tho' I had one only brother, dear by all 
The strictest ties of nature; tbo' one hour 
Had giv'n us birth, one fortune fed our wants, 
O^e only l^ve, and that but of each other, 
<6till fiii'd our minds : could I have such a friend 
Join'd in thu cause, and had but ground to fear 
He meant foul play; ui^y this right-hand drop from 

me. 
If rd not hazard all my future peace. 
And stab him to the heart before yoju : who. 
Who would do less? would'st not thou, Pierre, the same? 

Pier. You 've singled me, sir, out for this kard ques- 
tion. 
As if 'twere started only for my sake! 
Am I the thing you fear? Hci^, here's my bosom, 
'Search it with all your swords! am I a traitor? 

Ren. No; but I fear your late commended friend 
Is little less: come, sirs, 'tis now no time 
To trifle with our safety. Where's tbis Jofi^er? 

Spin* He left the room just now in strange disorder^ 

fien. Nay. there is danger in him: I observ'd him, 
Dwng the time I took for explanation. 
He was transported from most deep attentie^i 
To a confusion which he could not smother. 
His looks grew full of sadness and surprize. 
All which betray'd a wav'ring spirit in him. 
That laboured with rductancy and sorrow. 
What's requisite for safety must be done 
With speedy execution: he remains 
Yet in our power: 1 for ;ny own part w^ 
A dagger. 

Pier. WtIL 
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Ren. And I could wish 

Pier. Whcrel 

Ren. Buried in his heart. 

Pier. Away ! we're yet all trknd^; 
No more of this, 'twill hreed fU blood among^ MS. 

Sjnn. Let us all draw our swords, aod search the 
Jiouse, 
PuU him from the dark hole where he sits broodng 
.Cer his cold fears, and each man kill bis share of him. 

Pier. Who talks of kittmgT Who's bell shed the 
blood 
Tliat's dear to me? Ist yout or youT or you, sirf 
What, not one speak? how you stand gaping all 
On your grave oracle, yovr wooden gc^ there; 
Tet not a word : then, sir. III tell you a secret; — 
Suspicion's but at best a coward's virtue ! [7^ Ren. 

Ren. A coward [Uandlee kit Swmrd. 

Pier. Put, put up thy sword, old man, 
Tby hand shakes at ft ; ooine, lef s heal this breach, 
J am too hot; we yet may all Kve fiiends. 

Spin. Till we are safe, our friendship caimot be so. 

Pier. Again: who's that? 

Spin. Twas I. 

Theo. And I. 

Rev. And I. 

Eliot. And all. 

Ren. Who 're on my side t 

Spin. Ev'ry honest sword; 
Let's die like men, and not be sold like slaves. 

Pier. One such word more, by heav'n 111 to this 
senate, 
And hang ye all Iftse dogs, in dusters. 
Why peep your coward swords half ofit their sheMsf 
Why do you not idl brandish them like aniioe 1 
you fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing! 

Ren. Gro to the senate and betray us; haste, 
Seeore thy wretched life ; we fear to die 
^^iess than thoo dar^ be honest. 

Pier. Tbat^s rank falibood. 
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Fear'st not thou death? fj, there's a knavish itch 

In that Ealt blood, an utter foe to smarting. 

Had Jafiier's wife prov'd kind, lie had still been Hue. 

Fogh how that stinks! 

Thou die! thou kill my friend! or thou, or thou; 
Or thou, with that lean, wither'd, wretched face! 
Away! disperse all to your sev'ral chai^eK, 
And meet to-morrow wliereyour honour calU you; 
I'll bring that man, whose blood you so much tliirst for. 

And you shall see him venture for you fairly 

Hence, hence, I say. [En. Renault ongnVy. 

Spin. I fear we've been to blame. 
And done too much. 

Theo. 'Twas too far urg'd against the man you lov'd. 

Rn. Here, take our swords, and crush them with 
your feet. 

^M. Forgive us, gallant friend. 

Pier. Nay, now you've found 
The way to melt and cast me as you will : 
I'll fetch this friend, and give him to your mercy: 
Nay he shall die if you wilt take him irom me. 
For your repose, I'll (]nit iny heart's best jewel; 
But would not have him tora away by villains. 
And spiteful villauy. 

Spin. No; may you both 
For ever live, and fill the world with fame! 

Pier. Now you arc too kiud. Whence rose all thi> 
discord? 
Oh what a dang'rous precipice have we 'scap'd ! 
How near a tall was all we had long been building! 
What an eternal blot had stain 'd our glories. 
If one, the bravest and tlie best of men. 
Had lall'n a sacrifice to rash suspicion! 
Butcher'd by those whose cause he came to cherish : 
Oh could you know him all as 1 have known him. 
How good he is, how just, how true, how brave, 
You would not leave this place till you bad seen him; 
Humbled yourselves before him, kiss'd his feet, 
And gaiii'd remission for the worst of follies. 
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£ome but to-morrpw, all your doubts shall end« 

And to your loves roe better recommend. 

That Tve preserved your fame, and sav'd my frielid. 

[Exeunt omna. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

JEnter Jaffieb and Belvidbba. 

Jqff'. Where dost thou lead me; ev'ry step I move, 
Methinks I tread upon some mangled limb 
Of a rack'd friend: oh my dear charming ruin J 
Where are we wand'ring? 

Belv. To eternal honour ; 
To do a deed shall chronicle thy name 
Among the glorious legends of those few 
That have sav'd sinking nations: th^ renown 
Shall be the future song of all the vurgins. 
Who by thy piety have been preserved 
From horrid violation: ev'ry street 
Shall be adom'd with statues to thy honour. 
And at thy feet this great inscription written. 
Remember him tkaf frop'd the fall of Venice* 

Jcff^ Rather remember him, who, after all 
The sacred bonds of oaths and holier friendship. 
In fond compassion to a woman's tears. 
Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, aiid honour. 
To sacrifice the bosom thatreliev'd him. 
Why wilt thou damn me I 

uek. Oh, inconstant man ! 
How will you promise! how will you deceive! 
Do, return back, replace me in my bondage; 
TeU all,thy friends how dangerously thou lov'st me; 
And let thy dagger do it's bloody office, 
ph that kmd dagger, ^affier, how 'twiU look 
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Stuck thro' my heart, drunch'd id tuy blood toth' hilts! 

Whilst these poor dying eyes shall with thvir tears 

No nioTe torment thee ; then thou wilt be free : 

Or if thou think'st it nobler, let me live 

Till I'm a victim to the hateful lust 

Of that infernal devil, that old fiend 

That's damn'd himself, and would undo mankmd. 

Last night, my love ! 

Ji^. Name, name it not ag^. 
It shews u beastly image to my fancy. 
Will wake me into madoess. Oh the villain t 
That durst approach such purity aa thine 
On terms so vile : destruction, swift destrnction 
Fall on my coward-head , and make my name 
llie common scorn of fools, if I forgive hitn \ 
If I forgive him ! if I not revenge 
With utmost rage, and most unstaying fiiry. 
Thy sulTring, Ihoij dear darling of my life. 

Belv. Delay no longer then, but to the senate ; 
And tell the dismall'st atury ever utter'd, 
Tell 'em what bloodshed, rapines, desolations. 
Have been prepar'd ; how near's the fiital hour ! 
Save thy poorcountry, save the rev'rend blood 
Of all it's nobles, which to-morrow's dawn 
Afust else see shed: save the poor tender lives 
Of all those little infants, which the swords 
Of murderers are whetting for this moment ; 
Thtidt thou already hear'st their dying screams. 
Think that thou seest their sad distracted motliers 
Kneeling before thy feel, and begging pity. 
With torn disheveli'd hair and streaming ^y^> 
Their naked mangled breasts besmcar'd with blood. 
And ev'n the milk, with which their fondled babes 
Softlv they hush'd, droi^ing in anguish from them : 
Think thoo geest this, and then consult thy heart. 

Jfl^. Oh! 

Beh. Think loo, if you lose Ihb present minute, 
What miseries the next day brings upon tbee. 
Imagine all the boirois of Ibat night. 
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Murder and npkie, waste and dcsolatioii, 
Confus'dly ranging. Thmk what then may piofe 
My lot! the raviaher may then come tafe. 
And midst the terror of the public rvin. 
Do a damu'd deed ; perfaapa too lay a trahi 
May catch thy life; then where wiU be rerenge. 
The dear revenge that's due to s«ch a wraig 1 

JqffT. By all heav'n's pow'rs, pro|^ietic truth dwells 
iu thee, 
For ev'ry word thou speak'st str&es thro' my heart 
Like a new light, and shews it how't has wandered ; 
Just what thoii'st made me, take me, Belvidera, 
And lead me to the place where Fm to say 
This bitter lesson ; where I must betray 
My truth, my virtue, constancy, and friends : 
Must I betray my friend ? Ah, take me quickly. 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd ; 
If I relapse once more, all's lost for ever. 

Belv. Hast thou a friend more dear than Belvidera 1 
Jqff^. No ; tliou'rt my soul itself, wealth, friendship, 
honour. 
All present joys, and earnest of all future. 
Are suram'd in thee : methinks, when in thy arms 
Thus leaning on thy breast, one minute's more 
Than a long thousand years of vulgar hours. 
Why was such happiness not giv'n me pure? 
Why dash'd with cruel wrong.s and bitter wantuigsT 
Come, lead me forward now, like a tame lamb 
To sacrifice : thus in his fatal garlands, 
Dcck'd fine and pleas'd, the wanton skips and plays, 
Trots by th' enticing flatf ring priestess' side. 
And much transported with his little pride. 
Forgets his dear companions of the plain; 
Till by her bound, he's on the altar laui, 
Yet then too hardly bleats, such pleasure's in the 
pain. 

Enter Officer tmd Six Guards. 

Stand ; who goes there? 
ielv. Friends. 
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Jqff". Friends, Belvidera ! hide me from my friends. 
By licav'n, I'd rallier see the face of hell. 
Than meet tlie man I love. 

Offl. But what friends are youJ 

Beh. Frieods to the senate and tlie state of Venice. 

Offi. My onlers are, to seize on all I find 
At Ihis late hoar, and bring 'cm to the council. 
Wlio now are silling. 

Jag". Sir, you shall be obey'd. 
Hold, brutes, standoff, none of your paiv; upon me. 
Now the lol's cast, and fate do what tbou wilt. 

[Etamt, guarded. 

SCKSE n.—The SemU-Homt, 

IVhcre appear sitiing, fkeDvKZ o/" VENICE. pRiULli 
Antonio, imd Eight atker Senatort. 

Ihtke. Antony, Priuli, seoalors of Venice, 
Spcuk ; why are we assembled here tliis nightl 
What have you to inform us of, concerns 
The stale of Venice' honour, or it's safety ? 

Priu. Could wordsexpress the story I've to tell yoUi 
Fathers, these tears were useless, these sad tears 
That fall from my old eyes ; but there is cause 
We all should weep ; tear off these purple robes. 
And wrap ourselves in sackcloth, silling down 
Oo ihe sad earth, and cry aloud to heaven. 
Heav'n knows if yet there be an hour to couie 
Ere Venice be no mote! 

All Senators. How ! 

Priu. Nay. we stand 
Upon the very brink of gaping ruin. 
Within this city's form'd a dark conspiracy. 
To massacre us all, our wives and children. 
Kindred and friends : our palaces and teiuplea 
To lay iu ashes: nay, llie hour too fix'd; 
The swords, for aught I know, drawn ev'n this mouienf. 
And ihe wild waste be^in: from mikuowu buids 
I had this warning : but if we are men. 
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Let's not be tamely butchered, but do somethiog 
That may iofonn the world in after-ages. 
Our virtue was not ruin'd, tbo' we were. 

[A naiie withaut] Room, room, make room for tome 
prisoners — 

2 Senai, Let's raise the city. 

Enter Officer and Guard. 

Priu. Speak there, what disturbance ? 

Offl. Two prisoners have the guard seia'd in the 
streets, 
Who say they come finform this rev'rend senate 
About the present danger. 

Enter Jaffier and Bblvidbra, guarded. 

All, Give 'em entrance — 
Well; who are you I 

Ji^, A villain. 

Ant. Short and pithy. 
The man speaks well. 

JafT, Would ev'ry man that hears me 
Would deal so honestly, and own his title ! 

Duke. Tis runiour'd that a plot has been contriv'd 
Against this state; that you've a share in't too. 
If you're a villain, to redeem your honour. 
Unfold the truth, and be restor'd with mere v. 

Jaff. Think not that I, to save my life, come hither; 
I know it's value better; but in pity 
To all those wretches, whose unhappy dooms 
Are fix'd and seal'd. You see me here before you, 
The sworn and covenanted foe of Venice. 
But use nie as my dealings may deserve. 
And I may prove a friaid. 

Duke. The slave capitulates; 
Give him the tortures. 

Jqff^. That you dare not do ; 
Your fean won't let you, nor the longing itch 
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To heara s(ot7 which you dread the iruth of: 
Tnitli, which the fear of smart, shall ne'er get from mt 
Cowards are acar'd with Ihreat'iungs ; boys are whipt 
iDto confeuisns : but a steady mind 
Acts of itself, ne'er asks the body counsel. 
Give him the turturea ! Name but such a thing 
Ag»in, by heav'n I'll shut tlieae lips for ever; 
Not all your racks, your engines, or your wlieds 
Shall force a groan away— that you may guess at. 

^nl. \ bloody-minded fellow, I'll warrant; 
A damn'd bloody-minded fellow. 

Duke. Name your conditions. 

Jaff. Forniyself full pardon. 
Besides the lives of twoand twenty friend.% 

[Deliveri a list. 
Whose names arc here euroll'd: Nay, let their ctimes 
Be ne'er so monstrous,- [ must have the oaths 
And sacred promise of lliis rev'rend council. 
That in a full assenihly nf the senate 
The thing I agk be ratified. Swear this. 
And I'll unfold tlie secrets of your danger. 

All. We'll swear. 

Duke. Propose the oath. 

Jaff. By all the hopes 
Ye have of peace and happiness hereafter. 
Swear. 

All. We all swear. 

Jaff. To grant me wliat I've ask'd ; 
Ye swear? 

All. We swear. 

Jaff. And as ye keeji the oaih. 
May you and your posterity be Idesi, 
Or curst forever. 

All. Else be curst for ever. 

Jaff. Then here's the list, and wiih'tthe full disclose 

Of all that threatens you. Now fate thou'st caught tne. 

[Delivers anolher Paper, 

Ant. Why, what a dreadful catalogue of cut-lliroats 
is here! I'll warrant you, not one of these fellown but 
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has a face like a lion. I dare not so much as reid their 
names over. 

Duke, Give order that all diligent search he made 
To seise these men; their characters are public : 
The paper intimates their rendexyons 
To be at the house of a fam'd Qrecian coortezan, 
Caird Aquilina ; see tliat place secured. 

Ant, What, my Nicky Nacky, hurry durry, Nicky 
Nacky in the plot — Fil make a speech. — 
Most noble senators. 

What headlong apprehensions drive you on. 
Right noble, wise, and truly solid senators. 
To violate the laws and right of nations T 
The lady is a lady of renown. 
Tn true, she holds a honse of fair reception. 
And though I say't myself, as many more 
Can say as well as I — 

Q, Sekat. My lord, long speeches 
Are frivolous here, when dangers are so near us ; 
We all well know your interest in that lady ; 
The world talks loud on't. 

Ant, Verily I have done, 
I say no more. 

Duke. But since he has deohir'd 
Himself concerned, pray, captain, take great caution- 
To treat the fair one as becomes her character. 
And let her bed-chamber be searched with decency. 
You, Jadier, must with patience bear till morning^. 
To be our prisoner. 

JqffT, Would the chains of death 
Had bound me fast ere I had known this minute i 
I've done a deed wiU make my story hereaftei 
Quoted in competition with all ill ones : 
The hisfry of my wickedness shall run 
Down thro' the low traditions of the vulgar. 
And boys be taught to tell the tale of Jaffier. 

Duke. Captain, withdraw your prisoner. 

Jaff^» ^\r, if possible. 
Lead me where my ownthoughts themselves may lose 
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Where I may rfoM out what I've left of life. 
Forget niyself, and this day's guilt and falshood. 
Cruel reuiembrance, how Bfaall 1 appease thee I 

[Exit, guarded. 
[Noise witliouf] More traitors ; room, room, make 

Duke. How's this, guards? 
Where are our guards? shut up the gates, the treasonV 
Already at our doors. 

Enter Officer. 

0^. My lords, more traitors ; 
Seiz'd in the very act of consultation ; 
Furnish'd with arms and in^trumeats of mischief. — 
Bring in the prisoners. 

Enter Pikbhe, Renault, Theodoke, Eliot, 
Kevillido, and other Conspirators, jn Fetters, 
guarded. 

Pier. Yon, ray lords and fathers 
[' (As you are pleas'd to call yourselves) of Venice ; 
f If you sit here to guide the course of justice, 
Why these disgraceful chains upon the limbs 
That have so often labont'd in your service? 
Are these the wreaths of triumph ye bestow 
On those that bring you conquests home, and honours f 
Duke. Go on, you shall he heard, sir. 
Anl. And be hang'd too, I liope. 
Pier. Are tliese lire trophies I've deaerv'd for fighting 
Your battles with confederated powers ; 
L When winds and seas conspir'd to o*ertbrow you ; 
V And brought the fleets of Spain to your oivn harbours? 
'When you, great Duke, shrunk trembling m your palace. 
And saw your wife, the Adriatic, plough'd. 
Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows thanyour's, 
Stepp'd not h forth, and taught your loose Venetian? 
The task of honour, and t!ie way to greatnewl 
Lis'd you from your capitulating fears. 




I 



A PLOT •ISOOVBKftn^ 6/ 

To itipukite tkt lerau of tii*d4br peaoel 

And this my recompense 1 If Tm a traitor, 

Prodiice my cfaaife; or liiev the wsetch that's hipr 

enough 
And bravie eaoMgh to teU me Vm a traitor*^ 

Duke. Knowyouone Jaflkr? 

[Ail the CmuffkrtAor$ wmrwm't 

Pier. YeSy and know nb virtue. 
His jiMtiee, truth, his gen'cal worth and sudTriDgi 
From a Jiard father, taught me first to love hiui. 

Duke. See him brought forth. 

EmUr Jafvirr, gmmrded. 

Pier. My friend too bound! nay then 
Our fieite has conquer'd us, and we must fidl; 
Why droops the man whose wel&re's so much mine. 
They're but one thing? these rev'rend tyrants, Jaflkr, 
Call us all traitors: art thou one, my brother! 

Jqff'. To thee I am the falsest, veriest slave 
That e'er betray'd a geo'rous, trusting friend. 
And gave up honour to be sure of ruin. 
AH our &ir hfl^fl^ which morning was to have crowu'i!,' 
Has thb curst tongue o'erthrown. 

Pier. So, then, all's over: 
Venice has lost her freedom; I my life; 
No more ; farewell. 

Dmhe. Say ; will you make confession 
Of your vMe deeds, and trust the senate's mercy ? 

Pier. Curst be your senate : curst your constitution : 
The curse of growiqg factions and division 
Still vex ^our councils, shake your public safety. 
And make the robes of government you wear, 
Hateful to you, as these base chains to me. 

Duke. PardoUr or death ? 

Pier. Death, honourable death ! 

Rm. Death's the best thins we ask» or you can ^ive. 

All GflMMr. No sliamcfuT bonds, but honounble 
dea*. 

V2 
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tivke. Break up tlie council: captain, guard your 
prisoners, 
Jafiier, you're free, bat these most wait for jurfnment. 
[Exeunt aU the Senators. 
/•(fr. Come.where'ainydungeon? lead me to niy straw: 
1 It will not l)c the first lime I've lotlg'd hard 
^ To do your senate service. 
Joff. Hold one moment. 

Pier. Who's he disputes the judgment of the senate I 
[ Presumptuous rebel — on — [Strikes JafEer. 

Jaff'. By hcav'o you stir not. 
1 ] must be henrd, I must have leave lo speak : 
f Thou hast diagrac'i) m*, Pierre, by a vile blow : 
^^ad not a dagger done thee nobler justice i 
%'Butusemeas thou wilt, I h on canst not wrong me, 
I For I am falVn beneath the basest injuries; 
I Yet look upon ine with an eye of mercy, 
rWith pity and with charity behold me; 
T Shut not Ihy heart against a friend's repentance, 
\ But as there dwells a godlike nature in thi-e, 
i^iaten with mildness to my supplications. 
Pier. What whining monk art thout what holy cheat, 
\ That would'st encroitch upon my credulous ears, 
■ And cant'st thus vilely T Hence. I know thee not. 
I Dissemble and be nasty; leave me, hypocrite, 
J(!ff: Not know me, Pierre? 
Pier. No, know thte not: what art thout 
Jaff. Jaffier, thy friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd friend, 
I TOio' now deaerv'dly scom'd, and ns'd most hanlly. 

Pier. Tlmu Jafiier ! ihou my once lov'd, valu'd friend '. 
[ By heav'ns thon liest ; the m;in so call'd, my friend, 
k Was gen'rous, honest, faithful, just and valiant, 
[ifoble in mind, and hi his person lovely. 
I Dear to my eyes and tender to my heart; 
I But thou, a wretched, base, false, worthless coward, 
f Poor ev'u in soul, and loathsome in thy aspect ; 
I All fy^ "i"^ ^I'lo tbee, and all hearts detest thee. 
Pr'ythce avoid, nor longer cling thus round me, 
Like something baneful, that my nature's chill'd at. 
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Jaff* I have not wronged thee, by these tean I lNi?e 
not. 
But still am honest, true, and hope too, valiant ; 
My mind still full of thee : therefore still noble. 
Let not thy eyes then shun me, nor thy heart 
Detest me utterly : oh look upon me. 
Look back and see my sad, sincere submission 1 
How mv heart swells, as ev'n 'twould burst my bosom ; 
Fond otitis goal, and laboring to be at thee! 
What shall I dp? what say to make tliee hear me ? 

Pier. Hast tliou not wrong'd me ? dar st thou call 
tliyself 
Jaffier, that once lov'd, valu'd friend of mine. 
And swear thou hast not wronged me ? whence these 

chains? 
Whence the vile death which I may meet this moment t 
Whence this dishonour, but from thee, thou false one I 

Jaff. Airs true, yet grant one thing, and I've done 
asking. 

Pier. What's that ? 

Jaff. To take thy life, on such conditions 
The council have propos'd : thou and thy friends 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 

Pier. Life ! ask my life ? confess ! record myself 
A villain, for the privilege to breathe. 
And carry up and down this cursed city 
A discontented and repining spirit, 
Burthensome to itself, a few years longer. 
To lose it, may be, at last in a lewd quarrel 
For some new friend, treach'rous and false as thou art I 
No, this vile world and I have long been jangling. 
And cannot part on better terms than now, 
Wlien only men like thee are fit to live in't. 

Jtff. By all thaf 8 just^ 

Pier. Swear by some other pow'rs. 
For thou hast broke that sacred oath too lately. 

Jaff. Then by that hell I merit, I'll not leave tb^^ 
Till to thyself, at least, thou'rt reconcil'd. 
However thy resentments deal with me. 
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Pier. Not lea^me! 

Jqff', No ; thou sbalt not force nie from thee : 
Use nie reproachfinlly, and like a slave ; 
Tread on ine« buffet nw, heap wrongs on wrongs 
On my poor head ; I'il bear it all with patience. 
Shall weary out thy moft imfriendK cruelty* : 
Lie at thy feet and kiss 'em, tho' they spurn me. 
Till, wounded by my sufferings, you reknt. 
And raise me to thy arms with dear forgiveness. 

Pier. Art thou not*- 

Jqf. What I 

Pier. A traiiorl 

Jaff^. Yes. 

Pier. A villahil 

Jfiff. Granted. 

Pier. A eoward, a most scandalous coward, 
Spiritless, void of honour, one who has sold 
liiy everlasting fame for shameless life ] 

Jqff^. All, all, and more, much more : my foults are 
numberless. 

Pier» And would'st thou have me live on terms like 
thine? 
Base as thou'rt false — 

Jaff. No; 'tis to roe that's granted, 
llie safety of thy life was all I aim'd at. 
In recompense for faith and trust so broken. 

Pier. I scorn it more, because preserved by thee : 
And as when first my foolish heart took pity 
On thy misfortunes, sought thee in thy miseries, 
Heli^d thy wants, and rais'd thee from thy state 
Of wretchedness in which thy fate had plung'd thee. 
To rank thee jn my list of noble friends ; 
All I received in surety for thy truth. 
Were unregarded oaths; and this, this dagger, 

• l/si me rifnathfuUy^ tS^c, — 

Ufe me but m your spaniel, ipum me, strike me, 

Neglect me, lose me ; otily give me leave, 

Unworthy a^ 1 am, to foUow you. JfMr. jV^« DrwmM 



Oiv'n with a worthless pledge, thou siooe halt ttol'ii : 

So I restore it back to thee again ; 

Swearing by all those pow'rs which tl^ou hast tiol^tttdt 

Never from this curst hour to hold coknmunioo. 

Friendship^ or hit'rest with thee, tho' oar jean 

Were to exceed tliose Ihoited the world. 

Take it — farewell — for now I owe thee nothfag. 

JqiffT. Say thou wilt live then. 

Pier, For my Kfe, dispose it 
Just as thou wiltf because 'tit what Fm tir^d whh. 

J^* Oh, Pierre! 

Rur. No more. 

Jqff^» My eyes won't lose the sight of thee. 
But languish after thine, and ache with gaxtng. 

Pier. Leave me — Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee 
fVom me. 
And curses, great as is thy falshood, ca^h thee. 

[Exe^nt Pier, and Cantp. 

Jqff. Amen, he's gone, ray fbther, friend, preserver^ 
And here's the portion lie has left me. 

{HoUm the Dagger 9p^ 
This dagger, well reinember'd; with thb dagger 
I gave a solemn vow of dire importance ; 
Parted with this, and Belvidera together; — 
Have a care, mem'ry; dirive that thought no faitber*; 
No, ra esteem it as a friend's last legacy. 
Treasure it up within this wretched bosom. 
Where it may grow acquainted with my hourt. 
That when they meet, they start not from each other. 
So; now for thinking: a blow, call'd traitor, villain. 
Coward, dishonouraole coward, fc|^ ! 
Oh for a long sound sleep, and so forget it! 
Down, busy devil — 

* ^atm m cart^ mem*ryj drive l&0# thpu^ mfiriUrj'^ 

O, th^t wav najadmBM lies ; l^t me ihuii that ; 

No more ot tha^ ti^$ act S| te. i. 
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Enter Belvidera. 

Belv.VJhithershMlfiyl 
Wliere hide me and my miseries together ? 
Where's uow the Roman constancy I boasted 7 
Sunk into trembling fears and desperation ! 
Not daring to look up to that dear face 
Which us'd to smile ev'n on my faults, buttiown 
Bending these miserable eyes to earth. 
Must move in penance, and implore much mercy. 

Jaff. Mercy ! kind heav'n has surely endless stores 
Hoarded for thee, of blessings yet untasted ; 
Let wretciies loaded hard with guilt as I am. 
Bow with the weight, and groan beneath the burthen ; 
Creep with a remnant of that strength they've left. 
Before the footstool of that heav'n they've injur'd. 
Oh, Belvidera ! I'm the wretched'st creature 
E'er crawFd on earth : now, if thou'st virtue, help me ; 
Take me 

Into thy arms, and speak the words of peace 
To my divided soul, that wars within me. 
And raises ev*ry sense to my confusion ; 
By heav'n, I'm tott'ring on the very brink 
Of |)eace, and thou art ail the hold I've left. 

JBelv. Alas! I know thy sorrows are most mighty; 
I know tiiou st cause to mourn ; to mourn, my Jaffier, 
With endless cries, and never-ceasing wailings; 
Thou'st lost- 
Jo^. Oh, I have lost what can't be counted ; 
My friend too, Belvidera, that dear friend. 
Who, next to thee, was all my health rejoic'd in. 
Has us'd me like a slave ; shamefully us'd me ; 
Twould break thy pitying heart to hear the story, 
What shall I do I resentment, indignation. 
Love, pity, fear, and mem'ry how I've wrong'd him, 
Djetcact my quiet with the very thought on% 
And tear my heart to pieces in my bosom. 
Belv. Wkat has he done? 
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Jqff. Thou'dst hate me, should I tell thee. 

Belv. Why ? 

Jeff. Oh he has us'd me ! yet by heav*!! I bear it; 
lie has us'd me, Belvidera — but first swear 
That when Tve told thee, thou'lt not loath me utterly, 
Tho' vilest blots and stains appear upon me; 
But still at least with charitable goodness. 
Be near me in the pangs of my alflictiou; 
Not scorn me, Belvidera, as be has done. 

Btlv. Have I then e'er been false, that now I'm 
doubted ? 
Speak, what's the cause Tm grown into distrust? 
Why thought unfit to hear my love's complainings ? 

Jiff. Oh ! 

Bth. Tell me. 

Jeff, Bear my failings, for they're many. 
Oh my dear angel I in that friend I've lost 
All ray soul's peace ; for eVry thought of him 
Strikes my sense hard, and deads it in my brains ; 
' Would'st thou believe it ? — 

Btlv. Speak. 

Jaff. Before we parted. 
Ere yet his guards had led him to his prison. 
Full of severest sorrows for his sufi^rings. 
With eyes o'erflowmg, and a bleeding heart, 
HumbUng myself almost beneath my nature. 
As at his feet I kneel'd, and su'd for mercy. 
Forgetting all our friendship, all the deaniess 
In which we've liv'd so many years together. 
With a reproachful hand he dash'd a blow : 
He struck me, Belvidera ; by heav'n, he struck me. 
Buffeted, call'd me traitor, villain, coward. 
Am I a coward? am I villain? leM^me: 
Thou'rt the best judge, and mad'st me, if I am «o. 
Damnation; coward! 

Bd%. Oh! forgive him, Jaffier. 
And if his suflfrings wound thy heart already, 
•What will they do to*morrow ? 
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Jaff. Hah! 

Bi:h. To-n 
Wheu tliou shall see bim stretch'd m all the agonk* 
Of u tomientiQg aiid a shameful dealli ; 
His bleeding boweb, and his broken fitulu. 
Insulted o'er by a vile butchering viUaia; 
What will thy iKart d« then 1 Ob sure 'IwiU strcnn 
Like my eyes now. 

Jaff. What means thy dreadful itorj? 
Death, aud lo-tnormw! broken Uuibs and bow^] 
Insulted o'er bj a vile butchering villain ! 
By all my feara 1 shall start out le inadneas. 
With barely guessing, if the truth's hid longer. 

Belv. Tte faithless aenatots, 'lis lliey'vt: decreed it: 
They say, according to our friends' request. 
They shall liave death, and uat ignobk boudage : 
Declare their promis'd mercy all as forfeited ; 
False to tbelr oaths, and deaf tu iutercessiou : 
Warrants are pass'd for public death to-moirow. 

Jij/r. Death! dooni'd lo die! coodeiun'd unlicard'. 
uii pleaded ! 

Belv. Nay, cruel'st racks and larmunts arc pre)>ar- 
ing. 
To force confessions from tlieir dying paugs. 
Oh, do not look so terribly upon me: 
How your lips shake, and all your face disoi'der'd ! 
What nieaus my love] 

Jqff". Leave me, f charge thee, leave roe — strong 
temptations 
Wake in my heart. 

Beh. Forwbatl 

Jaff. No more; but leave toe. 

Beh. Why? 

Jqff. Oh I by heav'n, I love thee with that fondness, 
^I would not have thee stay a moment longer. 
Near these curst banda ; are they not cold upon thee I 

Belt. No, everlasting comfort's in thy anns. 

[Pulls the Dagger half eiu of hit boaom, 
and puts it back again. 



iTo lean thw on thy hitast is softer eaae 

Than downy pillows deck'd with leaves of roses. 

Jarff. Alas, tbo« tbiok'st not of the tbttins 'tk filTd 
with: 
J'ly ere they gall thee: there's a lurking serpent 
Ready to leap and sting thee to thy heart: 
Art thou not terrified? 

Bth. No. 

Jfiff. Call to mind 
What thou bast done, and whither thou hast brought me. 

Beh, Hah! 

J(\ff, Where's niy friend 1 my friend^ thou smiliog 
mischief? 
Nay, shrink not, now 'tis too late; Ihou should'st have 

fled 
When thy guilt first had cause; for dire vevengt 
Is up, and raging for my friend. He groans! 
Hark how he groans, his screams aie in n^ ears 
Already ! see they've fix'd him on the wheels 
And now they tear him — Murder! pcQur'd senate! 
Murder — Oh! — ^harkthee, traitress^ thou'st done this; 
Tlianks to thy tears and false persuading love, 

\¥fmMi»gfQr Ass Dmggtw. 
How her eyes speak! Oh thou bewitching creature! 
Madness can't hurt thee: come, thou litfie trembler^ 
Creep ev'n into my heart, and Uiere lie safe; 

Tb thy own citadel ha h yet stand off, 

Heav'n must have justice, and roy broken vows 
Will sink me else beneath ifs reaching mercy; 
I'll ¥fink, and then 'tis done 

Belv. What means the lord 
Of me, roy life and love? what's in thy bosons. 
Thou grap*st at so? Nay, why am I thus treated? 

[Draws ike Dagger, and qffera to $tab her. 
What wilt thou do? Ah, do not kill me, Jaffier, 
Pity these panting ^reasts, and trembling Umbs, 
That us'd to clasp thee^when thy looks were milder. 
That yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd soul; 
And lounge it not into etenial darkness. 
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Jqff^. No, Belvidera, when we parted last, 
I gave this dagger with thee as in trust 
To be thy portion, if I e'er prov'd false. 
On such condition was my truth believ'd : 
But now 'tb forfeited, and must be paid for. 

[Offers to stab her again, 

Belv. Oh, mercy! [Kneeling. 

Jqff. Nay, no struggling. 

Belv, Now then kill me; 

[I^aps ujMm his neck, and kisses him. 
While thus I cling about thy cruel neck, 
Kiss thy revengeful lips, and die in joys 
Greater than any I can guess hereafter. 

Jaff. I am, I am a coward; witness't, heaven. 
Witness it, earth, and ev'ry being, witness; 
Tis but one blow ; yet, by immortal love, 
I cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. 

[He throws away the Dagger, and embraces her. 
The seal of Providence is sure upon thee. 
And thou wert bom for yet unheard-of wonders : 
Oh, thou wert either born to save or damn me!. 
By all the pow'r that's giv'n thee o'er my soul, 
•By thy resistless tears and conqu'ring smiles. 
By the victorious love that still waits on thee ; 
Fly to thy cruel father; save my friend. 
Or all our future quiet's lost for ever: 
Fall at his feet, cling round his rev'rend knees; 
Speak to him with thy eyes, and witb thy tears 
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him; 
Cnish him in thy arms, torture him with thv softness: 
Nor, till thy pray'rs are granted, set him nree. 
But conquer him, as thou hast vanquish'd me. 

[Ex. Ainbo. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Priuli. 

Priu, Why, cruel heav'ii, have my uohappy days 
Been lengthened to this sad one? oh! dishonour 
And deathless infamy is faH'n upon me. 
Was it my fault? Am T a traitor? No. 
But then, ray only child, my daughter, wedded: 
There my best blood nms foul, and a disease 
Incurable has seiz'd upon my memory. 
To make it rot and stink to after ages. 
Curst be the fatal minute when I got her; 
Or would that Td been any thing but man. 
And rais'd an issue which would ne'er have wrong'd ine ! 
The miserablest creatures (man excepted) 
Are not the less esteem'd, tho' their posterity 
Degenerate from the virtues of their fathers; 
The vilest beasts are happy in their ofispriogs. 
While only man gets traitors, whores, and vilhuos. 
Curst be the names, and some swift blow from fate 
Lay his bead deep, where mine may be forgotten. 

Enter Bblvidera tn a long numming Veil, 

Beh, He's there, my father, my mhuman father. 
That, for three years, has left an only child 
Exposed to all the outrages of fate. 
And cruel ruin Oh! 

Priu. What child of sorrow 
Art thou, that com'st thus wrapp'd in weeds of sadness, 
And mov'st as if thy steps were towards a gravel 

Beh, A wretch, who from the very top of happiness. 
Am fall'n into the lowest depths of misery. 
And want your pitying band to raise me up again. 




J 
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Priu. ludeed tbou talk'at as thou hadst tasted sorrown; 
Would 1 could help ihee. 

Beh. Tis greatly in your power. 
The world, too, speaks ;ou charitable ; and I, 
■Who ne'er ask'd alms before, in that dear hope 
Am come a begging to you, sir. 

Priu. For what I 

Beh. Oh, well regard me ; ia (his voice a strange one f 
Consider loo, when bei^gara once pretend 
A case like mine, no little wiH content them. 

Priu. What wotild'st thou beg for! 

Belv. Pity and forgiveiicss. [Throws tip her Veil, 
By the kind tender naniefl of child and father. 
Hear my cmnplaiirt.'i, and take nte to your love. 

Priu. My daughter! 

Delv. Yes, your daughter, by a mother 
Virtuous and noble, fiitthful lo yourfaonnur, 
Obedient to ymir wiH, kiiKi to your wishes. 
Dear to your arms: by all the joys she gave yoa. 
When ui her blooming yfars she was your treasure, 
Look kiiiiJly -on ine; in my face behold 
The lineaments of her's you've kjss'd so often. 
Pleading the cause of yotir poor cast-off child. 

Prm. Thou art iny daughter. 

B«h. Yes and yon've oft told me 

With ainiles of love, and climte paternal kisses, 
I'd murh resemblance of my mother. 

Prm. Obi 
HniUt lliuu inherited her matchless virtues, 
I'd been too blest. 

liriv. Nay, do not call fo memory 
My disolwdieiice, but let pity eiiltr 
Into your lieart, and (jtiite deface lb' impression. 
For could yoa think how mine's pt-rplei'd. wbai sadness. 
Fears and despairsdistract the jx^ce wiUiiu ne, 
Ob ! yon would take me in your 'leur, dear nrms. 
Hover -with strong compassion o'er your young mie, 
Toslieller luewith a pr'lt-etiug wing, 
From the black gather'd storm, that's just, just bieaktof. 
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PriiL l^fUk't tatk thus. 

Beh. Yes, I niuty and you BHtttbeai too. 
I hmt a buskMid. 

Priu. Dttffii iMm. 

Beh. Oh! do net ciine Imii; 
He mmM iiot speak so hard a word tosrards yo« 
On any terms, howe'er he deal with me. 

fHu, flabi ««4iat nieans my child? 

Beh. Oh, there's Iboilliis moit moment 
Twixt me and ^le: yet 'send me not with cmrsis 
Down to my gra¥e; afford me one khid blesshig 
Before we ^paift; just take me in your arms. 
And recommend flie with a pra/r to heaven. 
That I may die in peace; and when I'm dead-*— 

Prim, fiow my soid's eatdi'dl 

Beh. Lay me, f beg you, lay me 
By the dear ashca of my tender mother. 
She w«hM ha^ pitied me, had fate yet spared her. 

Prttf. By heav'n, my aching heart forebodes much 
mischief. 
Tell me thy story, for Pro still thy father. 

Beh. No, Tm contented. 

PfnH, opesk. 

Beh. No matter. 

Priu. Tell me. 
By yon blest heav'n, my heart runs o'er wifliibndness. 

Beh. Oh!— 

Priu. Utter't. 

Beh. Oh, my husband, my dear hnrilNUid 
Carries a dagger in his once kind bosom. 
To pierce the heart of your poor Belvidenu 

Priu. Kill thee? 

Beh. Yes, kill me. When he pass'd his Ikith 
And covenant against yoinr'state and senate. 
He gave me up as hostage 'lor his truth ; 
With me a dagger, and a dnre^^rnmission. 
Whene'er he ^il'd, to plunce it thro' this bosom. 
I learnt the danger, chose tnehour of love 
irMwptiiisiheart, and :briBg it tack to honour. 
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Great Lnve prevail'd, and blest me with success; 
He canie, confeu'd, betray'd his dearest friends 
For promis'd mere}. Now they're doom'd to suDer. 
GalI'd with renieiiibraiice of what then was sworn. 
If they are lo<it, he vows t'appease tiie gods 
With this poor life, and make my blood tb' atonement. 

Priu. Heav'nsI 

Belv. Think jou saw what pass'd at our last parting; 
Think you beheld him like, a nifjiiig lion. 
Pacing the earth, and tearing up his steps, 
Fale in his eyes, and rouritig with the pain 
Of burning fury ; think jou saw his one hand 
Fix'd on my throut, whilst the extended other 
Grasp'd a keen Ihreal'iiing dagger; oh 'twas thus 
We last embrac'd ; when, trembling with revenge. 
He (Iragg'd me to the ground, and at my bosom 
Pre^iented horrid death; cried out, myjrimdf. 
Where are my friendi? swore, wept, rag'd, tbreatcn'd, 

lov'd ; 
For he yet lov'd, and that dear love preserv'd lue 
To this last trial of a father's pity. 
I fear nut death, but canuot bear a thought 
That that dear hand should do th' unfriendly office. 
If I wa.s ever then your care, now hear me; 
Fly to tile senate, save the promls'd lives 
Of his dear friends, ere mine be made the sacrifice. 

Priu. Oh, my heart's comfort! 

Helv. Will you not, my father^ 
Weip not, but answer nie. 

Piiii. Dy h.'»v'ii, I will. 
Not one of 'em but what shall be immortal. 
Canst Ihou forKive me all my follies past) 
I'll henceforth be indeed a father; never. 
Never more thus expose, but cherish thee. 
Dear as the vit^l wannth that feeds my lite ; 
Dear as these eyes that weep in fondness o'er thee. 
Peare tu thy heart! Farewell. 

Stlv. Go, and lemeuibcr, 
Tis Belvidera's life her father pleads for, [Ex, sevtral/y. 



A PLOT DISCOVERED. 



Enttr AsTomo. 

Anl. Hum, hum, liali ; 
Sigiiior Priuli, my lord Priuli, my lord, my lord, my lord", 
How we lords love to call one another byourlitlcs! My 
lord, my lord, my lord — Pon on him, lamaloni as well 
as he ; and so let him fiddle —I'll warrant him he's gone 
to the senaie-houw, and I'll be there too, suuu etiougb 
for wmehody. Odd — here's a tickling speech about tlie 
plot; I'll prove there's a plot with a veugeance — would 
I had it without book ; let nie see — 
Moat reveren<l senators, 

Tliat there is a plot, surety by this time, no man that 
halh eyes or understanding in bis head will presume lo 
doubt ; 'tis as plain as the light in the cucumber— no — 
bold there — cm^umber does not come in yet — 'tU as 
plain as tbe light in the sun, or as the ifian in the moon, 
even at noon-day: it is indeed a pumpkin-plot, which, 
just as it was mellow, we have gathered, and now we 
have gathered it, prepared and dressed it, shall we throw 
it like a pickled cucumber out at the window! no: that 
it is not only a bloody, horrid, execrable, damnable 
and andaciuiis plot ; but it is, as i may so say, a saucy 
plot; and we all know, most reverend fathers, that 
what is sauce for a goose is sance for a gauder ; ihere- 
fore, I say, as those blood-thirsty ganders of the con- 
spiracy would have destroyed ns geese of the senate, let 
us make haste to destroy them ; so I humbly move for 
hanging — Hah, hurry durry— I think this will do; though 
I was something out, at first, about the suu and the cu- 
cumber. 

Enter Aquilina. 



Aquil. Good-morrow, senator. 

Ant. Nacky, mydearNacky! 'morrow, Nacky, odd 
I am *ery brisk, very merry, very pert, very jovial — ha 
a a a a— kiss me, Nacky; how dost iboii do, my little 
tor^ roty strumpet! ktas me. I sny, hussy, kiss me. 

TOL. m. Q 
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Aquil. Kiss me, Nackj ! bang you, sir coxcomb, hang 
you, sir. 

Ant. Hayly tayty, is it so indeed? willi all my Jieart, 
ftith — Heg then wp ge ite", faith — hey then up go ure, 
dum dum deriim dump. [^tng'f. 

Aquil. Sigoior. 

Ant, MadODa. 

Agvil. Do you intend to die in your own bed T — 

Ant. About thrccticure years b<!iice, much may be 
doiie, my dear. 

Atfuil. Youll be banged, signior. 

Ant. Hanged, sweet-beart! pr'ythee be quiet; banged 
qnolb-a! ibafs a nierrv conceit, witb all my heart; wliy 
raoujokcst, Nacky; tuouartgiv«ii lo jokiag, I'll swear: 
well, t protest, Nacky, nay, 1 must protest, and will 
protest, that I love joking dearly, mun. And 1 love thee 
for joking, and 111 kiss thee for j<^ing, and towze tliee 
for joking ; and odd, 1 have a devilish roiud to lake thee 
sside about that business for joking too : odd I hav«, 
and, Hei/ then vpgo wr, dum dum denini dump. [Singt. 

Agvii. See yoii tlib, air? [Dtvws a Dagger. 

Anf. O laud, a diijgeri Ob laud! it is uatiirally 
■ny Bversion, I cannot endure the sight on'l ; hide it, 
for heaven's sake, I cantiot look tliat way till it be gone 
— hide it, hide it, oh, oh, hide it \ 

Aquil, Yes, in your heart I'll hide it. 

Ant. My heart! ntiat, bide a dagger in inv beart'^ 
blood 1 

Agail. Yes, in thy lieart, Iby throat, thou pamper'd 
devil; 
Tliou'st helji'd to spoil my peace, aud I'll have vengeance 
On thy curst life, for all the bloody senate, 

• Thit WSJ ihe burden -of many songs of tliai period, as in the 
falluwing : 

" Well drive the doctors out of donrs. 
And partj whalc'er tlicy be, 
Well cry >1! parts and leamiiig down, 
Aud biM tbfm iifiFa w. 

(Wfa. of Simg'. 1731. 
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Hm pcrfut^d fidthless senate : where'i 05 lof6. 
My happiness, tny love, my god> my huro^ 
Doom'd by tby accarsed tDDgti«> attiongst the iresfy 
To a sliaittefiil Htkl By all Ih^ itge tlini'k ill ttie, 
111 be whote yean In murd'ring thee. 

Ani. Why, Nacky, 
Wherefore so passionate? What have I done? what* s tber 
matter, my dear Nacky? am not I thy love, thy happw 
ness, thy lohl, thy hero, thy flenator, abd ev^ry tbhig 
m the world, Nacky? 

Aquii. Thou! think'At thbo, thoa M fit to itMt nly 

joy* ; . 

To bear the eager clasps of my etfibritees t 
Give me my Plel-rfe, Or — 

Ant. Why, he's tb bis h«ng'd, Uttle Nacky; 
Truss'd up for ti^asbd, and io fblrth, child. 

AqM. Thou iiest; stop down thy thhMt that hctlidt 
sentence. 
Or 'tb thy last : swear tliat my love shall live. 
Or thou art dead. 

Ant. Ah — 

AquiL Swear to recall his doom ; 
Swear at ray feet, and tremble at my fury. 

Ant, I do : now if she would but kick a littk bit, 
one kick now ; ah — 

AquiL Swear, or — 

Ant. I do, by these dear fragrant foots. 
And little toes, sweet as, e e e e my Nacky, Nackyy 
Nacky. 

Aquil. How! 

Ant. Nothing but untie tiiy fthoe-string a little^ ftitb 
and troth, tbaf s all, that's all, As 1 hope to live, Nack}> 
that's all. 

-^^^[uU. Nay, then — 

Ant. Hold, hold; thy love, tiiy lord, thy hero 
Shall be preserved and safe. 

Aquii. Or may this poniard 
Rust in thy heart. 

Ant. With all my soul. 

G 2 
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Aqutt. Farewell — \_Exit Aquilioa. 

Ant, Adieu, Wli; whet a bloody-minded, invelerale, 
letmagaul strumpet have I beeu plagued with! Oh, jet 
more ! nay then, I die, I die — I am dead already. 

[Stretches himself out. 

EnlerJAVTiER. 

Jqff. Final destruction seize on all the world : 
Bend down, ye beav'ns, and shutting rouud this eartli. 
Crush the vile globe into it's first confuuou ; 
Scorch it with elemental flame* tn one curst cinder. 
And all us little creepers in't, call'd men. 
Bum, bum to nothing : but let Venice bum 
Hotter than all the resi : here kindle hell 
Ne'er to eKlinguisb ; and let souls hereafter 
Groan here, in all those pains which mine feels now. 

Enter Belvideba. 

Dtk. My life— 

Jqff". My plague— 

Belv. Nay, then I Bee n _ 
If 1 must die! 

Jqff. No, death's this day too busy; 
Thy father's ill-tim'd mercy came too late. 
I Ibank thee for thy labours tbo', and him too : 
But all my poor, betray'd, unhappy friends 
Have summons to prepare for fate's black hour; 
And yet I live. 

Beh. Tiien be the next my doom. 
I tee thou hast pass'd my sentence iu thy heart, 
And ni no longer weep or plead against it ; 
But with the humblest, most obedient patience 
Meet thy dear hands, and kiss'eui when they wound me. 
Indeed I'm willing, but 1 beg thee do it 
With some remorse; and when thou giv'st the blow. 
View me with eyes of a relenting love. 
And shew me pity, for 'twill sweetcD justice. 



[Meeting him. 
[Turning front her. 
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Jeff. Shew pity to thee 1 

Beh. Yes ; and when thy hands, 
Chai^'d with my fate, come trembling to the deed. 
As thou hast done a thousand thousand dear timeSy 
To this poor breast, when kinder rage has brought 

thee, 
When our sting'd hearts have leap'd to meet each other. 
And melting kisses seaFd our lips together. 
When joys have left me gasping m thy arms. 
So let my death come now, and Til not shrink irom't* 

Jtffn Nay, Belvidera, do not fear my cruelty. 
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy Ituicy ; 
But auswer me to what I shall demand. 
With a firm temper and unshaken spirit 

Btlv. I will when I've done weeping — 

J^ff* Fy, no more on't — 
How long b't since the miserable day 
We wedded Arstl 

Bth. Oh— 

Jeff, Nay, keep in thy tears. 
Lest they unman me too. 

BtU. Heav'n knows I cannot ; 
The words you utter sound so very sadly. 
These streams will follow — 

J^ff* Come, rU kiss 'em dry then. 

Bth, But, was't a miserable day9 

Jeff, .A curst one. 
, Belv, I thought it otherwise; and youVe oft sworn 
In the transporting hours of warmest love. 
When sure you spoke the truth, you've sworn yon 
bless'd it. 

Jeff. Twas a rash oath. 

Bdv. Then why am I not curst too? 

J§ff, No, Belvidera ; by th' eternal truth, 
I doat with too much fondness. 

Bdt. Still so kind I 
Still then do you love me 1 

Jeff. Nature, in her workings. 
Inclines not wiHi more ardour to creation. 
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Than I do now towards thee; nan neVf was bleitj 
Since the first pair first met, a3 1 bai^ heeo. 

Beh, Then sur^ you will not cuise ooel 

Jqf. No, VW Uess thee. 
I came on pnrp(ise, Belvidera, to bless thee. 
Tis now, I think, three years we've liv'd together. 

Bflv» And way no fatal minute ei^er part ii% 
Till rev'rend gfowfi^ fox age and lore, we go 
Down to one graye* as qur last bed, together; 
There sleep In peace till an eternal morning. 

Jaf. When will that he ? ISighiMg. 

Belv. I hope long figes hence. 

Jff^. Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 
Thy very fears) U8*d thee with tend'rest love I 
Did e'er my so«d rise up in wrath against thee I 
Pid I e'er frown when Belvidera smil'd. 
Or, by the least unfriendly word, betray 
Abating passion? have I ever wrong'd theel 

JBelv. No. 

Jaff. Has my heart, or have my eyes e'er wander'd 
To any other woman ? 

Belv, Never, never — 
I were the worst of iabe ones, should I accuse thee. 
I own I've been too happy, blest above 
My sex's charter. 

J([ff'' Did I not say I came 
To bless thee 1 

Beh. Yes. 

Jaff. Then hear me, bounteous heaven; 
Pour down your blessings on this beauteous head. 
Where everlasting sweets are always springing : 
With a continual giving hand, let peace. 
Honour, and safety, always hover Found her; 
Feed her with plen^, let her eyes ne^r see 
A sight of sorrow, nor her heart know mourning: 
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with vest 
Harmless as her own thoughts^ and prop her virtue^ 
To bear the loss of one that too much iov'd ; 
And comfort her with |4itieDoe id our parting. 
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Beh, How, parting,, ijarting! 

Jqff^. Yes, for «ver })artiiig ; 
I have sworn, BeWidera, by joo beav^ii. 
That best can tell how mndbi I lose tokave tbet^ 
We part this hour for ever. 

Beh. Oh, callback 
Your cruel blessing; stay with me and couw me! 

Ji^. No; 'tis vesoh'cL 

Beh. Then, bear me too» just heay'n. 
Pour down your curses on this wretqfaiKl. head* 
With never-ceasing vengeance ; let despair* 
Danger or infamy* uay all surround me^ 
Starve me with wantings; lit my eyea ne^er see 
A sight of comfort, nor my lieart know paaca.; 
But dash my days with sorrow, nights with horfOfs 
Wild as my own thoughts now, and let looea fiiry 
To make me mad euough for what I Ipsc^ 
If I must lose him; if I must! I will not — 
Ob, turn and hear me! 

Jqff^. Now hold, heart, or never. 

Beh. By all the tender days we hajre livU to^SBlber, 
By all our charming nights, and joys that crowa'd >m. 
Pity my sad condition ; speak, but speak. 

Jqff^. Oh! 

Beh. By these anns that now cling round thy neck. 
By thb dear kiss, and by. ten thousand more. 
By these poor streaming eyes-** -^ 

Jqjff^. Murder! unholdme:. 
By the immortal destiny- that doom'd ma 

[Drattm Am Dtggen 
To this curst minute. Til not lixe one longer: 
Resolve to let me go, of see me £dl-*- 

Beh. Hold,^ sii;. be patients 

Jqgr. Hajtk, the dismal beU [Pamng-bM tolk. 

Tolls out fordealhl I must attend ifscall too; 
For my poor J&iend, my dying, Piem expects me; 
He sent a message to reqmie I'd see him 
Before he died, and take his last foi^iveness. 
Farewell for ever. 



I • 



8« VBNICE PRESERVED: OR, 

Belv, Leave thy dagger with me. 
Bequeath me something—Not oqe kiss at parting 1 

[Going outf looks hack at her. 
Oh my poor heart, when wilt thou break? 

Jqg". Yet stay. 
We have a child as yet a tender infant: 
Be a kind mother to him when I'm gone. 
Breed him in virtue and the paths of honour. 
But let him never know his father's story; 
I charge thee guard him from the wrongs my fete 
May do his future fortune, or his name. 
Now— —nearer yet — \Approach%ng each other. 
Oh that my arms were rivetted 
Thus rouiid thee ever! But my friends, my oath. 
This, and no more. [Kisses her, 

Belv. Another, sure another. 
For that poor little one you've ta'en such care of; 
V\{ giv*t him truly. 

Jaff. So, now farewell. 

Belv. For ever? 

Jqff^. Heav'n knows for ever; all good angels guard 
thee f [Exit. 

Belv. All ill ones sure had charge of me thb moment. 
Curst be my days, and doubly curst my nights, 
Whidi I must now mourn out in widow'd tears; 
Blasted be ev'ry herb, and fruit, and tree; 
Curst be the ram that fells upon the earth. 
And may the gen'ral curse reach man and beast; 
Oh give me daggers, fire or water ; 
How I could bleed, how bum, how drown, the waves 
Huzzing and booming round my sinking head. 
Till I descended to the peaceful bottom ! 
Oh there's all quiet, here all rage and fury ; 
The air's too thm, and pierces my weak brain; 
I long for thick substantial sleep: Hell! hell! 
Burst from the centre, rage and roar aloud. 
If thou art half so hot, so mad as I am. 
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Enter Priuli and Servants. 



[771^ seiie Aer. 
e and bring Iier safely home, 
rouldlife; Alas, ponr creature ! 
) luy liutibatidl then conduct me 



Who's there? 

Priu. Run, sei 
Guard her as you 

Belv. Wbatl 
quickly: 

Are all things ready ! shall we die most gloriously i 
Say not a word of this to my old father: 
Miiimuring streams, soft shades, and springing Sowers, 
Lutes, laurels, seas of milk, and ships of amber. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE opening, ditcovers a Scaffold and a Wheel 
prepared /or the executing of Pierue; then enter 
O0icert,PiS.Kaii, andGuardn.a friar, Ejcecutioner, 
and a great Rabble. 

Offi. Room, room tliere — stand all by. make room 
for the prisoner. 

Pier, My friend not come yet 7 

Friar. \Vhy are jou so obstinate ? 

Pier. Why you so troublesome, that a poor wretch 
Can't die in peace ? 
But you like ravens will be croaking round him — 

Friar. Yet, heav'n 

Pier. I tell thee heav'n and I are friends : 
I ne'er broke peace wilh'I jet, by cruel murders. 
Rapine or peijury, or vde deceiving ; 
Elul liv'd in moral justice towards all men; 
Nor am a foe to the most strong believers, 
Howe'er my own short-sighted iaith contine me. 

Friar. But an all-seeing judge 

Pitr, You aay ray conscience 
Mast be niy accuser : I have searcli'd tliat conscience^ 
And find no records there of crimes that scare me. 

Friar. Tis strange you should want faith. 

Pier. You want to lead 
My reasoit blindfold, like a haiuper'd lion. 
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Clieck'd of it's nob er vigour ; then when baited 

Down to obedient tameueas, imkie it cwieh, 

And ahew strange tricks, wLich you cull signs of faith : 

So silly souls are guli'd, and you get money. 

Away, no more : Captain, I'd have hereafter 

This fellow write no lies of my converaioD, 

Because ke baa crept upon my troubled hours. 



Enter jAtSlZR. 
Jaff. Hold : eyes, be dry ; heart, strengthen n 



bear 



to 






This hiileoiis sight, and humble n 
The last forgiveness of a dying friend, 
Betray'd by my vile iklaliood ta hia (uin. 
Oh, Pierre! 

Pier, Yet nearer. 

Jt^. Crawling on my kiH?cs, 
And prostrate on the earlb, let me approach thee: 
How shall 1 look up to thy injur'd face. 
That always us*d to smile with friendship on mel 
It darts an air of so mu«k manly virtue. 
That I, melhinks, look litrie In tky sight. 
And stripes arc fitter for me thai! embraces. 

Pkr. Dear to my arms, tlio'thon'st umtoiie myiune. 
I can't forget to love thee; pr'ytliee, Jafiier, 
Forgive that fillhyblow my passion dealt Hiee; 
I'm now prepBping for the had of peace. 
And fain would have the cbaril able wishes 
Of all good men, like thee, to btcss my jvuroey. 

J<^- Good! I'm the vilest creature, worse than e'er 
Suftcr'd the shameliil fale tliou'rt going to taste of. 
Why was I sent for to be usVI thus kindly f 
Call, call me villain, as I am; describe 
The foul complexion of ray bat«f\il decd» ; 
Lead me to th' nick, and stretch me in tby ateait, 
I've crimes enough to give it it's full load, 
And do it creAt : Dmhi wilt but spoil the uw oi% 
And honest men hereafter bear it's fi^re 
About 'em, ai a charm from treach'rous fjiesdEbip. 



A 9U>T PI$CQVBRKB. S^l 

Ojffl. The time grows short, your friends tre <(ead 
already. 

Jqff". Dead! 

Pier. Yes, dead, Jaffier ; they've all died lik^e n^en too. 
Worthy their character. 

Jqffr. And what must I dol 

Pier^ 01^ Ja(Eer! 

J^. Speak idoud tl\y bmrthe^'d som1« 
And tell th^ troubles to tbv tortured friend. 

Pier. Fnend I CouM'st tnou yet be a frieiid, a gcn'ious 
friend, 
I n^ght hope coofoift ^m thy «9Ue ^orfowap 
Heav'n knows I want a fHeii4» 

Jaff. Awl I a kind oue. 
That wMuld not thus scorn niy repenting virtue. 
Or think wheii he's to die, np^ thoughts are idte. 

Pier. No ! live, 1 charge ttMee» Jailer. 

Jqff'. Yes, 1 will live. 
But it shall be to see thy fall reveng'd 
At such a rate, as Venice long shall groan for. 

Pier. Wilt thou? 

Jqff^, I will, by heaven. 

Pi^. Then sUU tl^Mi'rl noUe^ 
And I forgive thfe, Oh-«^yet— rshall I trust theel 

Jd^. No : I've been fiilse thready. 

Pier. Doattli^ou lovf mel 

J((gr. IMp ^ »y lief rt, «n4 siUisfy thy dovbtingiu 

Pier. Curse on this weakness. [He weeps. 

J(^. Tears! amazement! tears! 
I never saw thee melted thus befioiie ; 
And know there's something lab'ri^g in thy Imen^ 
That must have vent: tho' I'm %viihivi^ teU me. 

Pifr. 9^est thou that engine ? 

IPmfifig ^ ^ Wkfiei. 

jPtsr. Vt fi^ 1^ ^o^imfk ^^ has Uv'd with honotVi^ 
PwiglM wlioiis' quarrel^ ipd hectfi arowa'4 wjjlh CQiir 

fues^ 
Be exposed a common carcass w ^. ^Kbfiulk^ 
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Jaff. Hah! 

Pier. Speak I is't fitting? 

Jaff. Fitting? 

Pier. Yes, ia't fitting? 

Jaff. What's to be done? 

Pier. I'd bave Ibee undertake 
Soinetliiiig that's noble, to preserve my memory 
From the disgrace that's ready to altaiot it. 

0^1. The ^ay grows lale, sir. 

Pier. I'll make haste I Oh, Jafiier, 
Tlio' tliuu'st betray'd me, do mc some way justice. 

Jaff. No mure of that : thy wishes shall be lialisfied;^ 
I have a wife, and she shall bleerl ; my cliii<l loo 
Yield up bis little throat, and all t'appease thee — 

\Going away, Pierre holdx him. 

Pier. No — this— no more ! [He whisperi Jaflier. 

Jaff. Hah! is't then so^ 

Pier. Most certaiuly. 

Jaff. I'll do'l. 

Piei: Keincmber. 

Offi. Sir. 

Pier. Come, now I'm ready. 

[He and Jaflier oicend Ike Scaffold. 
Captain, you shoiila be u gentleman of honour. 
Keep off the rabble, that 1 may have romn 
To entertain my late, and die wilh decency. 
Come! [Takes off his gown. Executioner prepares to 
bind him. 

Friar. Son ! 

Pier. Hence, tempter. 

O^'. Stand off, priest. 

Pier. 1 thank *ou, sir; 
You'll think on't.' [To Jaffier. 

Jaff, Twon't grow stale before to-morrow. 

Pier. Now, Jaffier! now I'm going. Now; — 

Jqff'. Have at thee, [Ereeutioner having bound him. 

ITioH honest heart, then — here — [Stab/ him. 

And this is well loo. [T^en stab* himself. 

Friar. Damnable deed ! 
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Pier. Now thou'st indeed been fidthfii]. 
This was done nobly — ^We have deceived the lenate. 

Jqf. Bravely. 

Pier. Ha ha ha— oh oh— [Dim. 

Jaff. Now, ye cunt nil^ra^ 
Thus of the blood you've shed I make libation. 
And sprinkle't mingling: may it rest upon yoo^ 
And all your race : be henceforth jpeace a stranger 
Within your walls ; let plagues and fiunine waste 
Your generations — Oh poor Belvidera! 
Sir, Fve a wife, bear tlus in safety to her : 
A token, that with mv dying breath 1 blest her^ 
And the dear little inrant left behind me. 
I'm sick — I'm quiet — [Jaffier diei» 

Offi. Bear this news to th' senate, 
Andguard their bodies till there's farther order : 
Heav'n grant I die so well — [Scene ahuti upon them* 

Soft Musie. Enter Belvidera dietracted, led hjf two 
of her Women, Priuli and Servants. 

Priu. Strengthen her heart with patience, pitying 

heav'n! 
Beh. Come, come, come, come ; nay, come to bed, 
Pr'ytliee, my love. The winds ! hark how they whistle! 
And the rain beats: oh how the weather shrimcs me 1 
You're angry now ; who cares 1 pish, no indeed. 
Ciioose then, I say you shall not go, you shall not. 
Whip your ill-nature ; get you gone then ; oh I 

[Jaflier'f Ghoet r%$e$. 
Are you retum'd ? See, father, here he's come again : 
Am I to blame to love him ? oh, thou dear one! 

\Gho8t sinks. 
Why do you fly me 1 are you angry still then 1 
Jaffier! where art thou? Father, why do you do thus 1 
Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's here some- 
where. 
Stand off, I say ! what gone I remember't, tyrant ! 
I may revenge myself for thb trick one day. 
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£nter Officer dhd others. 



a nasty ftlloW : 
im. 
[Officer vihitprrs Priuli. 



I'll dot— I'll do-t. Renault's 
Haiie him, hang hin 

Prhi. News, wha 

Offi. Most Slid, si 
Jaftier, mKiB the scaflbld, to prevent 
A sliameful death, stabb'd Pierre, and nest himself: 
Both fell togetlicr. 

Priu. Daughh-C. 

\TTu Gkasis of 3iSiet and Pierre rim together, 
both bloody. 

Beh. Hah, look there! 
My hueband bloodv, and his friend too! Murder! 
Wiio has doiie this! speak to me, thou ssd viiion, 

[GkeHs iink. 

On these poor rrembliiig knees I beg it; vanish'dt 

Here they went down; Oh I'll dig, dig the den up. 
Vou shan't delude me thus. Hob, Jatticr, Jafficr, 
Peep up and give me but a look. I have himl 
Tve got him, father: oh now how I'll smuggle himt 
My love! my dear! my blessing! help me! help me! 
They've hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 
Nay — now they pull so li«rd — farewell — [She dies. 

Staid. Site's dead. 
Breathless Hiid dead. 

Priu. Then guard me from the sight on't: 
Lead me into sume place that's fit for mourning; 
Where the free air, light, and the rheerful sun 
May never enter: hang it round with black; 
Set up one taper that may last a day 
As long as I've to live: and there all leave me; 
Sparing no tears when you this tale relate. 
But bid all cruel Others dread my fate, {Curtain falls. 
\ExeuRt omwit 
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EPILOGUB. 



The text is done^ and •oew for i^pplicatioii, 

And when that's eeded, fmu fonr «ppfob«tioa, 

Tho' the coBspimcy's prevented ^lere, 

Methinks I see aaotber kttolHn^ there; 

And there's a certain ^Uon fiun would swaj. 

If tbey had strength enough, and damn this phiy* 

But tms the author \Ad me boldly say; 

If any take his plainness in ill part, 

Hc^s glad on't from the bottom of his heart; 

Poets in honour of the truth should write. 

With the same spirit brave men for it fi^ht; 

And tho' against him causeless hatreds use, 

And daily where he goes of late, he spies , 

The scowls of sullen and revengeful eyes : j 

'Tis what he knows with much contempt to bear. 

And serves a cause too good to let him fear .- 

He fears no poison from an incens'd drab, 

No ruffian's nve-foot-sword, nor rascal's stab ; 

Nor any other snares of mischief laid, 

Nut a Rose-alley cudgel-ambuscade*; 

From any private cause where malice reigns, 

Or gen'ral pique all blockheads have to brains : 

Nothing shall daunt his pen when truth does call ; 

No, not thef picture-mangier at Guildhall. 

The rebel tribe, of which that vermin's one, 

Have now set forward, and their course begun; 

And while that prince's figure they deface. 

As they before had massacred his name. 
Durst their base fears but look him in the face. 

They'd use his person as they've us'd his fame : 

• A severe attack upon Dryden, in Rose-street, Covent-garden, 
December 1679; in consequence, it is supposed, of his being 
reputed the author of the Etjay on Satire. The preceding verse 
probably contains an allusion to the stabbing of Mr. Scroop by 
sir Thomas Armstrongr, in the pit of the Duke's Theatre ; men- 
tioned by Lanebainc (Dram, Pods^ p. 460.) 

f The rascsu that cut the duke of York's picture. 0. — The 
same incident is referred to by other vtniters. The picture was 
cut from the legs downwards. 
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A face in which sach lineaments they read 

Of that great martyr's, whose rich hlood they slietf^ 

That their rehellioas hate they still retain. 

And in his son would murder him again. 

With indignation, then, let each hrave heart, 

Rouse and unite to take his injured part; 

Till royal love and goodness call him home*. 

And song»of triumph meet him as he come; 

Till heav'n his honour and our peace restore. 

And villains never wrong his virtue more. 

* The duke was then in a sort of exile in Scotland. 
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THE ATHEIST. 



This U intendud as a sequel to the " Solilwr'* 
Fortune," (Vol. I [.) anrf, like ibat comedy, a composed 
of a mass of ad<renlur«s, without much order of suc- 
cession, or coherence of plan. The priitcipal ahn, in both 
pieces, hai obviously li«en to enga^ the iinagtnalion by 
bustle, iiovelly, and profusion of intrideiits, rather than, 
by just delineBliou of characler, exactitiwle of ]>lot> and 
propriety of sentiment, to win the slow approbation of 
the juilgment. The dialngiie lias more freedom and 
vivacity than the other comedies, and abounds with 
that species of licentious wit which secured it's f«vour- 
able reception witJi audiences wliose minds were cor- 
rupted, by habit and example, to a perfwl relish of 
j^rossncss, and contempt of decency. Murritige, and 
all those decorums which emlieltish social life, and may 
be said to hold society most firmly logellwr, are des- 
pised and ridiculed; and unbounded freedom, or rather 
licentiousness, eitolled and set up in their stead. The 
pisy receives it's principal title from a character too fre- 
quent at that period : at least, if real Atheists were few, 
there were numerous prelenden to the title. The loose 
wits at the court of Charles II. affected, as u fashion- 
able distinction, to discard all belief in religion, either 
natural or revealed; aud even the king himself was 
sometimes believed not to be unfavourable to the same 
mode of thiukiug. The satire was, therefore, perliaps, 
properly directed. Bui, at present, when AUieiam has 
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4xa£ed to be a papular doctrine, a characler com? 
pounded of lewdness and blasphemy, cannnt fail to 
otTend; although tlie intention be lo stigmatize and ex- 
pose those vices. It may here be urjied, in mitigation 
of the censure which oppresses Otway's comedies, that 
■their very grossness destroys, in a great measure, their 
pernicious influence ; for it way truly be !iaid, llial vio^ 
in many parts of them, " need only b« seen to be 
Jialed." 

The adventures of Beangard and Porcia, which kcib 
to constitute thewbole of what mtiy be termed the plot, 
are borrowed from " Tlie Isviuble Mlitress," a novel 
of Scarron: an author who has supplied many of our 
dramatists with plots and iiicideots. There is no aua- 
logy (as has been supposed) between thia coniedy and 
Drydeii's " Kind Keeper;" except that indecency, both 
as to moral and senliments, wiiich prevails in both pieces, 
although, perhaps, least in Otway's. Tlie character of 
Sir Jolly Jumble, 'm the first part of ibe "Soldier's Fui^ 
tunc," bears some resemblance to that of Aldo, ui Drji- 
den's play. 

This was the last dramatic perforiuauce of Ot^ay, 
which we are in po^ession of; and from the allusion to 
the junctiou of the two theatres, in tjic prologue, and 
to some political occurrences in the play, ap|>ears lo 
bave been represL>ntcd in jfiS3. It was printed i6&^. 
Otway, in his own, laments the paucity of good pri^ 
logucs; an<l, unfortunately, like other critics, fails t> 
iuslruct hy example. 
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TO 

THE LORD ELANDE^ 

ELDEST SON TO THE 

felGHT HONOURABLE THE MARQUIS OF HALLIFAK. 

MY LORD, 

It was not without a great d^I of debate with my«' 
^If, that I could resolve to make this present to your 
lordship; for though epistles dedicatory be lately grown 
so epidemical that, either sooner or later, no mm of 
quality (whom tlie least author has the lea^t pretence 
to be troublesome to) can e$ca))e them ; yet niethouglit 
5our lordship should be as much above the coramoir 
perplexities that attend your quality, as you are above 
the cokumon le^el of it, as well in the most exalted de- 
crees of a noble generous spirit, as in a piercing appre- 
hension, good understanding, and daily ripening judg- 
ment, all sweetened by an obliging amibiiily and coo- 
desccnsion; of which I have often, in the honour of 
your conversation, had particular cause to be proud ; 
and for which, therefore, a more than ordinary reason, 
now, to be grateful. 

And it is upon that pretence I here presume to shelter 
this trifle under your protection ; uir, indeed, it has 
preat need of such protection : having at it's first com- 
mg into the world met with many enemies, and very in- 
dustrious ones too; but this way 1 was sure it must live: 
Would he but once vouchsafe to espouse it's defence, 
whose generosity will overthrow the igiioblest envy; 
whose good-nature cannot but confound the most inve- 
terate malice ; and whose wit must bafile the sauciest 
ignorance. 
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Mj' lord, it would but argue me of the meaDett in-- 
pertiiience and forinatily, to pretend here an harangue 
of those praises yuu deserve : for be who tells the world 
whose ion you are, has said enough to those who do not 
know you; and the hnppy few, whom you have picked 






and chosen for your conversation, cannot hut ei 
yon are pleased to bestow upon them, be sensible of 
more than 1 could tell them in a volume : your lordship 
being the best panegyric upon yourself; the son of that 
great father of his country, who, when all manner of 
confusinn, ruin, and destruction, was breaking in upon 
us, like the guardian angel of tliese kingdoms, stood 
up; and with the tongue of an ungel too, confounded 
the subtleties of that iufernal serpent*, who would have 
debauched us from our obedience, and turned our Eden 
into a wilderness. Certainly his name must be for ever 
houourable, precious hi) memory, and happy his gene- 
ration, who durst exert bis loyalty, when it wiis grown 
almost a reproach to have any, and stem a torrent of 
faction, po^iular t'uiy, and ferineutiug rebellion, to the 
preservuig of the best of kings in his throne, and the 
happiest of people in their liberties. 

May he live laiig to complete the repiinttions he has 
made In our defence ; still hy the strength of his judg-; 
^ciil, to foresee those evils that may yet threaten us, 
and by ibe jwwer of bis wisdom to prevent them ; to 
root out the footing and fouodations of the king's open 
(nay, and bosom) enemies; as a watchful, bold, and 
Wtcere counsellor to Us master; tu be a driver of Irea- 
dierous, griuning, selfeuded knaves, insinuating spies, 
and useless unprufitable fools from bb service: a patron 
Biid promoter of liouesty, merit, and ability, which else 
too often, by iieglecl, are corrupted to thi?ir contraries. 

In fiiw, to coutinue (as he is) a kind indulgent father 

• Tlie Earl of Shaftobury. Thii eitrantdinary cbwacter, 
Mlcdil) hUprt^£CM, liii now relired toHoilanili auatcwhoia 
ruin br had hmuerlf uigcd with violence. Hii dealli, toon alter, 
cicicml no regret. 
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to yotir lordihip, so much every i^ay his son/ and fit to 
kiher\t his honours, as, in the strong and shining vurtues 
of your mind, the fixed and steady deposition of your 
loyalty, the goodness and obliging temper of your na< 
ture, is apparent ; by which only I must ever humbly 
confess, and no presumptive merit of my own, I have 
been encouraged to take this opportunity of tcJUng the 
world how much I desire to be dionght 

Your lordship's 
Humble servant to be commanded^ 

THO. OTWAY. 



PROLOGUE. 



Tho' plays and prologues ne'er did more abound; 
Ne'er were good prologues harder to be found. 
To me the cause seems easly understood i 
Jor there are poets prove not very good. 
Who, like base sign-post daubers, wanting skill, 
Steal from great roasters' bands, and copy ill. 
Thus, if by chance, before a noble feast 
Of gen'rous wit, to whet and fit your taste, 
Some poignant satire in a prologue rise. 
And growmg vices handsomely chastise ; 
Each poetaster thence presumes on rules^ 
And ever after calls je downright fools. 

These marks describe him. — 
Writing by rote ; small wit, or none to spare ; 
Jangle and chime's his stody, toil and care: 
Ue always in oue line upbraids the age; 
And a good reason why; it rhymes to stage. 
With wit and pit he keeps a hideous potoer; 
Sure to be damn'd by one, for want of t'other. 
But if, by chance, he get the French word raiUen/y 
Lord, how he feas^ues the vizor-masks with gallery! 

^is said, astrologers strange wonders find 
To come, in two great planets lately join'd*. 
From our two houses joming, most will hold, 
\^ast deluses of dulness were foretold. 
Poor Holbom-ballads now being borne away 
By tides of duller madrigals than they; 
Jockeys and Jenneys set to northern airs, 
Wliile lousy Thespis chaunts at country fiurs 
Politic ditties, full of sage debate, 
And merry catches, how to rule the state. 
Vicars neglect their flocks, to turn translators. 
And barley-water whey-^c'd beaus write satires; 
Tho* none can guess to which roost praise belongs, 
To the leam'd versions, scandals, or the songs. 

• FW>m this planetary ccmjunction, stroKM xombn were in- 
deed prognosticated by Lilly, whalley, and otnen ; v«. the dowa< 
£a of popery I a dvil war, &c The two theatres joined 1^3. 



106 

For all things uow by contraries succeed; 

Of wit or virtue there's no longer need : 

Beauty suhmittf to him who loudHeit rails; 

She fears the saucy fop, and he prevails. 

Who for his best preferment would devise^ 

Let him renounce all honesty, and rise. 

Villains and parasites success will gain ;^ 

But in the court of wit, sh^l dulness reign f 

No : let th' angry ^squure give his iambics o^er. 

Twirl cravat-strin^^ bat write lampoons no mord; 

Rhymesters get wit, ere they pretend to show it, 

Nor think a game at crambo makes a poet. 

Else is our author hopeless of success. 

But then his study sludl be next time less: 

He'll find out ways to your applause more easy; 

That is, write worse and wonci till he can please ye. 



DRAMATIS PERSOI^iE. 



Father to Beaugard. 

Beavgard. 

courtine. 

Daredevil. 

Theodoret. 

Gratian. 

FouRBiNy Servant to Beaagbrd. 

RosARDy Gratian's Man, 

Plunder^ Beaugard's Man, 

PORCIA. 
LUCRETIA. 

Sylvia, Courtine^t Wife. 
Mrs. Furnish, an Exchange-Woman. 
Phillis, Porcia'< Woman* 
CuLORiSy Lucretia's Woman. 

Six Ruffians, Footmen, a Dwarf, and Page, 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Reaugakd and kis Father. 

Beau. Sir, I say, and say agaio, no inatrimooy; 111 

not be noosed. Why, I beseech you, sir, tell me plainly 
and fairly, what have I done, that I deserve to be mar- 

.ried? 

Fath. Why, sauce-box, I, your old fiither, was mar- 
ried before you were born. 

Beau. Ay, sir; and, I thank you, the next thing you 
did was, you begot me ; the consequence of whkh was 

.as follows: as soon as I was bom, you sent me to nurse, 
where I sucked two years at the dirty dugs of a foul- 

. feeding witch, that lived in a thatched sty upon the 
neighbouring common ; as spon as I was big enough, 
that you might be rid of me, you sent me to ^ pkbce 
called a school, to be slashed and boxed by a tnick- 
iisled blockhead, that could not.reafi himself; where I 
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Seatt. But, sir, to make short of iLe matter, T 

of l)ie religion of my country, hate penecution and 
penance, luve conformity, which i^ going to church once 
a month, well enoueh ; resolve to make this transitory 
life as pleasant and delightful as I can; and for seme 
sober reasons best knowu tu myself, resolve never to 
marry. 

Falh. Look me in the face ; stand stilt, and took roe 
in the face. So, you won't marryj — 

Bean. No, sir. 

Fat/,. Oh Lord! 

Jieati. But I'll do something that shall be more for 
your good, and perhaps muy |)lease you an well. Know- 
ing fortuDe of late has not been altogether so good- 
natured us she might have been, and that your revenues 
are something anticipated, be pleased, sir, tu go home 
as well satisfied as you can, and my servant shall not 
f^ to meet you at your lodgings, with a hundred smil- 
ing, smock-^ced guineas, within this half hour: now 
who the devil would marry? 

Fal/i. Nobody that baa half an ounce of brauis in 
his noddle. The ungodly, good-natured rogue is in the 
right nti't; damnably, damnably in the right un't. 

Beau. So, here's your father for you now ! 

Falh. But look you Jack now, littla Jack, two thou. 
«and pounds a year! Why ibon wilt be a damnable rich 
n^ue DOW, if thou dost not marry; though 1 know 
tlwu wilt hve biavdy and dcliciuusly, 'ta,t and drink 
nobly, have always half a dozen honest, .jolly, true- 
spirited, sprightly frienda about thee, and so forth — 
hab ! tlieo for marriage, to speak tlic truth on't, it is at 
tiie best but a chargeable, vexatious, uneasy son of hfe; 
it ruined me. Jack, utterly ruined thy poor old father. 
Jack. Thou wilt be mk to lememher the hundred 
pound, Jacky boy, hahl 

Beau. Most punctually, sir. 

Falh. Thou shalt always, every now and then, that 
is, lend thy old Either a hundred pound, or so, upon ■ 
good occasion, Jack, after this roaiuier, in a friendly 
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way: you inust make much of your old daddy. Jack: 
but if thou hast no mind to't, the truth oo'l is,- 1 would 
never have thee marry. 

Beau, Not marry, sir? 

Fath. No. 

Beau. No? 

Fath. No. A hundred pound. Jack, is a (Pretty little 
round sum. 

Beau, ril not fail of sending it. 

Faih. Then Jack, it will do as well to let thy matt 
come to me to Harry the Eighth's Head in the Back* 
street, behind my lodgings: there's a cup of smart racy 
canary, Jack, will make an old fellow's heart as light 
aB a feather. Ah, little Jacky-rogue, it glorifies throoch 
the glass, and the nits dance about in*t Uke atoms in tha 
sun-ihine, you young dog. 

Beau, Do you intei^d to dine there, sir? 

Fath. Ay, man ; I have two or three bonny old Tl^ 
bury roisterers, with delicate red faces and bald crawnsi 
that have obliged me to meet 'em there ; they helped 
me to spend my estate when I was young, and the rogues 
are grateful, wad don't forsake me now I am grown 
poorish and old. — Almost twelve o'clock. Jack. 

Beau* I'll be sure to remember, sir. 

FM. And thou wilt never marry ? 

Beau. Never, I hope sir. 

Fath. Ah, you wicked^heaited fogne, Ikaoirwfaat 
yoa will do then, that will be worse ; thoogb, I thkik, 
not much worse neither. Would I were a young fellow 
apaini but to keep him company for one week or a fbrt> 
mght. A hundred guineas! e e e e! Db'uy Jack, you'R 
remember? See thee again to-morrow. Jack — Poor 
Jack ! dainty canary — and a delicate black-eyed wencb 
at the bar ! Db'uy Jack. 

Beau. Adieu, father. — ^Fourbin. 

EiUer FouRBiN. 
Fimt^ Did your honoor call ? i 
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Beat. Take a hundred guineas out of the cabinet, 
and carry 'em after the old gentleman to his place of 
rendezvous. Tliis father of mine (heaven he thatikecl} 
is a very ungodly father : he wbh in his youth just snch 
another wicked fellow as hia son John here; but he had 
no eslalc, there I have the belter of him : for oat of 
mere opinion of my good husbandry, uiy uncle thought 
fit to disinherit the extravagant old gentleman, and 
leave all to me. Tlien be was married, there I had the 
belter of him again; yet he married a fortune of teH 
thousand pound, and before i was .seven years old, had 
broke my mother's heart, and spent three parts of her 
portion : afterwards- he was pleased to retain a certain 
familiar domestic, called a house-keeper, which 1 one 
»lay, to shew my breeding, called whore, and was 
fairly turned a starving for it. Now he has no way to 
squeeze me out of contribution, but by taking up his 
fetherly authority, and otfering to put the penal law 
caliad marriage in cuecution. I must e'en get him a go> 
vernor, and send him with a pension into the country : 
ay. it must he so ; for, wedlock, I deny thee; father, 
I'll supply thee; and, pleasure, 1 will have thee. Who's 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Oh, sir, the most fortunate tidingsl 

Beau. What's Ibu matter] 

SejT>. Captain Court ine, your old acquaintance, 
friend, and comrade, is just arrived out of the country, 
and desires to see you, sir. 

Betnt. Courtinel Wait on him up, you dog, with 
e and honour. 



] 



Enter Coubti.ne. 

CeuT. Dear Beaugard ! 

Beau. Ah, friend ! — from the very tenderest part of 
my lieart I was just now wisbwg for lb«c. Why thou 
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look'st u lihe a iiuirrted man alrendy, with as grate a 
fatherly famJIic countenance, as ever I saw. 

Cour. ,\j, Beaugard, I am married, th;il'9 my com- 
fort: but yon, 1 bear, have had worse luck of late ; an 
old uncle (IropjMd into the grave; and two Ihcnisand 
pound a year into your pocket, BeaUieurd. 

Sean. A small conVeniency, Ned, lo make my hup- 
piness liereafter a little more <jf » piece tbun it has been 
hitherto, in the enjoyment of such hearty, sincere, ho- 
nest friends, and good-natured fellows, as thou art. 

Cmt. Sincere, lionest friends! lufve a care there, 
Beaugard. — I am, since I snw thee, in a few ivordti, 
grown an arrant rascal; and for good-nature, it is the 
very thing I bare solemnly foTSworn ; no, f am married, 
Jack, iu the devil's name, I am married. 

BeOK. Married ! That is, thou cull'st » woman lliou 
likestby the name of wife; wife and t'other thing be- 
gins with a letter. Thou liest with her when fhy ajipe- 
tite calls Ibee, keepest the children thou hegetfest of 
her body ; allowest her meat, drink, and garments, fit 
for lier quality, and thy forlnne; and when she growi 
heavy upon thy hands, what a pnx, 'tis but a separate 
maintenance, kiss and part, and there's an end of the 
business. 

Cour. Alas, Beaugan), thou art utterly mistaken; 
heaven knows il is quite on the contrary : for 1 am 
forced to call a woman t do not like, by the name of 
wife ; and lie with her, for the most part, with no appe- 
tite at all ; must keep the children that, for aught I 
know, any body else may beget nf j;er body ; and for 
food and raiment, by ber good will ■ihe would have 
them both fresh three limes a day: Ihen for kiss and 
pari, 1 may kias and kiss my heart ont, Inil the devil 
a bit shall I ever get rid of her. 

Beau. Alas, poor husband ! but art thou redliy in 
this miserable condition ? 

Cour. Ten thnes worse, if possible; by the virtue of 

I matrimony, and long cohabitalion, we are grown so 
fcaHy one flesh, that I have no mure inclination to hcr's 



lib THE atheist: or, 

than to eat a piece of ray own. Then her ladyship i« 
so jealous, thut she does me tbe honour to make me 
hIbI lion-general to the vilwle parish, from the panun's 
iraportaDce iu paragoa, to the cobbler'it scoldioi^ wife, 
tliat drioks brandy, and sniaaks luatUsome tobacco. 
Id short. Jack, she has su ordered the business, that I 
am half weary of the world, wish all mankind hanged, 
' and have nnt laughed these six months. 

Beau. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Cour. Wliy, ihon canst laugh, 1 see, though. 

Bam. Ay, Ned, I have two thousand pnand per an- 
num, Ned; old renU and well tenauled; have no wife, 
nor never will have any, Ned ; resolve to make my 
days of mortality alt joyful, and nights pleasurable, with 
some dear, lovesonie, young, beauliful, kind, gene- 
rous she, that every iiight shall bring me all the joys of 
a new bride, and none of the vexations of a woru-out, 
insipid, troublesome, jealous wife, wife, Ned. 

Cour. But where lies this treasure 1 Where is there 
such a jewel to be found ! 

Beau. Ah, rogue ! Do you despise your own nianiia 
indeed, and long after quails J Why, thou unconscionable 
bobnnil, thou countrj* couUtalf, thou absolute piece of 
thy own dried dirt, wonld'st thou hive Ihe ijnpudence, 
with that hideous beard, and grisly cuuntenaocc, to make 
thy appearance before llie footstool of a bona roba 
that I delight in? For shame, get off that Smilhfield 
horse-ciiutser's equipage ; appear once more like Cowr- 
tiae the gay, tlie witty, and uuhouiided, with joy ia 
thy face, and love in thy blood, money in thy pockets, 
and good clothes on thy buck ; and then 111 try to give 
thee a recipe that may purge away those foul liuinours 
matrimony has brCd in thee, and lit thee to relish the 
sins of thy youth again. Bless us! what a beard'i 
there! it puts me in mind of the blazing starf. 

• Perhaps more properly ctwl-itaff, a ttaff lo support a ami. 
See Shaltespeire's Merry IVivo ^IVindnr. 
t A coDKl which appeved in October 168S, and wa« much 
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Coiir. Beard, Bcangard ! Why, I wear it on por- 
poee, man; I hmrt wkbed it a ftinEe^bush a tlMuaurf 
times, whtti I have been lussiog my— 

Beau. Whomf 

Caur. Wife. — Let me never live to bury her, if tiie 
"Vord wife does not stick in my throat. 

Beau. Then this peruke! Why, it makes thee shew 
iike the sign of a head looking out at a barber's win- 
dow. 

Com*. No more, no more; all shall be rectified: 
for, to deal with tliee as honestly as a fellow in my. 
damned condition can do, ere I rnolved absolutely to 
hang mysri^ I thought there might be some remedy 
left; and that was this dear town, and thy dear friend- 
ship; so that, in short, I am very fairly run away ; pre- 
tended a short journey to visit a frigid, but came to 
London; and if it be possible, will not see country, 
wife, nor children again these seven yean. There- 
fore, pr'ythee, for my better encouragement, tell me 
a little what sins are stirring in this noble metropolis^ 
that I may know my business the better, and &H to it 
as fast as I can. 

Betm. Why, faith, Ned, considering the plot^, the 
danger of the time% and some other obsttmctions of 
trade and commerce, iniquity in the general has not 
kit much ground. There's cheating and hypocrisy 
itOl in the city ; riot and murder in the suburbs ; grin- 
ning, lying, fawning, flattery, and false-promising at 
court ; assignations at Covent-sarden church ; cuckolds, 
whores, pimps^ panders, bawds^ and their diseases, all 
over the town. 

dmr. But what choice spirits, what extraordinary 
rascals may a man oblige his curiosity withal ? 

Bemt, I'll tell thee : in the first place, we are over- 

the .theme of convenation. In the Mfrohgkai writingt of this 
pe^od, are many accounts of Uattuyr ttars^ and other prodigies 
whkh appeared between 1690 and 168S. 
• The iyt4mt plot. 
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ruD witU a race of veniiin tbey call wils, a geiuiation 
of intecb thai are always nialdug a uoUe, aiid biizsuig 
about your ears, concerning poets, play?, lanipoons. 
libela, songs, tnnes, sot't scenes, love, ludiei, perukes, 
Bud cravat-sttiogg, Freiicb cuntjuests, duels, religion, 
siiuff'boKes, points, garnitures, milled stockings Fott 
bert's academy, politics, parli.iincnt-^Keclics, and every 
tliingelseivbicbllie; doiiot understaiui, or would bavf 
I be world think tbey did. 

Ceur. And are all these wits? 

Sean. Yes, and lie hanged to 'em, lliesearethp tvita. 

Corn: I never kn«w one oTtliese nits in uiy life, that 
did not deserve to be pilloiied ; Iweuty to one if half of 
'em can read, and yet tbey will veutiire at learning, as 
familiarly as if they had been bred in the Vatjt:an. 
One of 'eitt told me one day, he thought Plutarch, well 
(tone, wonid make the besl English heroic poeiu in the 
world. Besides, tbey will rail, cavil, censure, and what 
h worat of all, make jests ; the dull rogues will jest, 
tliDugb they do it as aiikwardly as a tarpauliug would 
lide the great borse. I hate a pert, dull, jesting 
rogue from the botloni of my bcart. 

Beau. But above all, tlie most abominable is your 
witty squire, your young beir lliat i» very witty ; wlio 
having newly beeu discharged from the discretion of ■ 
governor, and cosie to keep bis own money, gets into 
a r aba 1 of coxcombs of tlie tbinl form, who will be 
sure to cry liim up fur a liue |ierson, that he utay think 
all tbera so. 

Cour. Oh, your asses huow one another's nature 
exactly, and are always rcddy to nahble, because it i* 
the ceilain way to be nnbhled again : but above all 
the rest, what think you of the Atheist 3 

Betm. By this good light, tituu hast prevented mc: 
I have one fur thee of that kind, the most unimit^ible 
varli't, iuid the mos^t insuHerable stinkard living ; one 
tbal has duuhts enough to turn to all religiens, and yet 
would fain pretend to be of bodc: in short, a cheat, 
tJiat would have you of opiaion that he believes neither 
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beftven nor hell, and yet never feels so much as an 
ague-fity but he's afraid of being damned. 

Caur. That must be a very nobk champion, and cer- 
tainly an origbaL 

Beau. The villam has less sincerity than a baWd« less 
-courage than a hector, less good-natnre than a ^aiAg- 
man, and less charity thto a nnatic ; talks of reUckm 
4ud church-worship as familiarly as a little courtier does 
of the maids of honour; and swears the king deserves 
to be chained out of the dty, for suflferins lealous fools 
to build Paul's again\ when it would miuce so proper a 
place for a citadel. 

Caur, A very worthy member of a christian eommon- 
wealth, that b the trutu on't 

Beau. I am intimateW acquainted with him. 

Caur» I honour you for't with all my heaft, sir. 

Beau. After all» the rogue has some other little tiny 
vices, that are not very ungrateful. 

Caur. Very probable. 

Beau. He makes a very good^odd man at Bathm 
ranaiM, or so; that i% when the rest of tbe company 
is coupled, will take care to see there^s good attendance 
paid; and when we have a mind to make a Batlum of it 
mdeed, tliere is no lewdness so scandalous that he will 
hot be wery proud to have the honour to be pot upon. 

Caur. A very necessary imtrument of damnation, 
trulv. 

Beau. Besides, to give the devil hii due, he is seldom 
impertinent; but, barring hb darlins topic, blasphemy, 
a companion pleasant enough. Shall I recommend him 
to thy service? 111 enter into bonds of ^ve hundred 
pounds, that he teaches thee as good a way tu get rid 
of that whip and a bell, called thy wife, as thy heart 
would wish for* 

Camr. And thAt b no small temptation, I assure 
you. 

* It Favl*^ Onv^ WM Mtroyed in the grcst ibe ltf6& 




Eater Boy wtlh a Letter. 

Boy. Sir! 

Beau. My child! 

Cour. A pimp, for a guinea, he spealis 



bini. 
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Beau. Tell !ier she lia^ uniliine me, she has chosen 
the only «aj to enslave me iitlerly: lell her, mj soul, my 
life, my fulurp hB|>piness, and present fortune, art: nnlj 
what she'll make'etn. 

Boy. At seven, sir. 

BraH. Most infallibly. 

Cour. Ay, ay, 'tis so: now what a damned couiitrv- 
itcli have I^ to dive into thcKctrel! Beau^ril! Beiiii- 
gard ! are all things in a readine^ts \ the hushund out of 
the way, the family disposcii of? Come, come, come, 
no triflmg; be free-hearted and friendly, 

Bfau. You are married, Ned, you are married; that's 
all 1 have to say: you are married. 

Cour. Lets man do a foolish thing once in Iiis life- 
^me, and he shall always hear of it— Married, ijuotli-a! 
pr'ylhee he patient: [ was married about a twelve- 
month ago, but tliul's pa>it and forgotten. Come, come, 
commumcale, communicate, if tbnii art a friend, com- 
municate. 

Beav. Not a little. I have conscience, Ned, coii- 
KJence ; though 1 must confess 'lis not altogether so 
|[entleman-like a companion: but what a scandal would 
It be ujwm aman of my sobvrdenieanourand character, 
to have tlie unmerciful tongue of thy Icgilimate spouse 
roaring agninst me, for debnuclnnj; her natural husband! 

Cour. It has been otLerwise, sir. 

Beau. Ay, ny, the lime has been, Courtine, when 
IhoH wert in possefsion of Ihy natural freedont, and 
mightest be trusted with a secret of this dear nature; 
when I might have opened this billet, and ahtwcd thee 
this bewitcluDg name at the bottom : but woe and alas! 
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matiiiBOiiy, matrimony! what a blot art thoa ia an 
honest fellow's 'scutcbeoo I 

CoMT. No more to be said; 111 into the eoontry 
again, like any discontented statesman ; get drunk every 
night mth an adjacent schoolmaster; b«it my wife to a 
down-right housekeeper; get all my maid-servants ef«ry 
year with bastardy till I can command a seraglio five 
miles round my own palace, and be beholden to so man 
of two thousand pound a year for a whore, when I want 
one. 

Beau. Good words, Ned, good words, let me adrise 
you ; none of your marriage-qualities of scoldiqg and 
railing, now you are got out of the turbulent elemeat. 
Come hither, come; but first let us capitulate: will you 
promise me upon your eoi\iugal cmlit, to be very 
governable, and very civil! 

Cour. As any made spaniel, or han^ me up for acur. 

Beau. Then thu note, this very billet, Ned, oooaet 
from a woman, who, when I was strolling very pensively 
last Sunday to church, watched her opportuuity, and 
poached me up for the service of satan. 

Caar. Is she very handsome, Beaugard ? 

Beau. These comitry squires, when they get up to 
town, are as termagant after a wench, as a ti^i-up hun- 
gry cur, got loose from kennel, is i^r crusts. Very 
handsome said you? let me see: no, not very handsome 
neither; but shell pass, Ned, she'll pass. 

Caur. Young 1 

BeoH. About eighteen. 

(kur. Oh Lord! 

Beau. Her complexion iahr, with a glowing blush 
alwavs ready in her cheeks, that looks as nature were 
watchmg every opportunity to seijce and run away with 
her» 

Ccmr. Oh the devil, the devil ! this is intolerable. 

Beau. Her eyes black, sparkling, sprightful, hot and 
pierdng. 

CauT. The very description of her shoots me through 
my liver. 
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Her bair of a delicate liglit ambcr-bnwBi 
rings, and nf a great quantity. 



Beau. 
I icurling in hu 

Cour. So, 

Beau, Her forehead large, majestic, and generous. 

Cour. Very well. 

Beau. Her note neat, and welUfashioiied. 

Cour. Good. 

Beau. With a delicioun, little, pKtty, iniiling moulh. 

Cour. Oh! 

Beau. Plump, red, blub lips. 

Cour. Ah ■ 

Beau. Teeth whiter than so many little pearU; a be- 
' witchiag neck, and tempting, rising, swelling breasts. 

Cour. Ah 

Beau. Then such a proportion, such a shape, such 

Cour. Hold : go no lower, if thou lov'st me. 

Beau. But by your leave, friend, I hope to go some- 
Ibing lower, if she loves mc. 

Cow. But art thou certain, Beaugard, she is all l))js 
thou hast told meT no ftir, so teinpliiig, so lovely, so 
bewitching? 

Beau. No; for, you must know, 1 never saw herfoee 
in my Lfe; but 1 love my own pleasure so well, that I'll 
imagine all lliis, and tc n tiinei more, if it be possible. 

Cour. Where lives slieJ 

Beau. That 1 know not neither; but my orders are 
to meet her fairly and squarely this evening by seven, 
at a certain civil person's shop in the upper walk, at 
the New Evchaiige, where siie promises lo be very 
good-natured, and let me know more of her mind. 

Cour, I'll e'en go hone, like a miserable blockhead 
as I am, to my lodging, and sleep. 

Beau. No, Ned: thou knowei)! my good chances 
have always been lucky to thee : who cau lell bill this 
lady-errant that has seised upon my person, may hava 
a straggling companion, or so, not unworthy my friend f 

Cour. Tis impossibl«. 

Beau. Not at all; for, to deal heartily with tbte in 
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4bis business UMiigh I never saw btr fcot^ or Iumiv 
who she is, yet thus fiir 1 am satisfied, she is a irnmaa 
very wilty, very well-bred, of a pleasant conversatioi^ 
with a generous disposilioB, and^ what is better tilaii 
all, if I am not extremely nisiiiforflaed, of noble ^na* 
4tty, and damnably rich. Such a one camiot want 
good, pretty, little, under-sioners, Ned» that a nan 
may fool away an iMNir or two withal very coaafertably* 

Camr. Why then I'll be a man agaim Wiic, avaant, 
and come not near my memory ; impotence attends the 
very thoughts of thee. At seven yon say, this eveniagl 

beau. Precisely. 

Cour. And shall I go akmg with tbee» Ibc a small 
venture m thb love voyage I 

Beam. With all my heart 

Cour. But how slmll we dispose of the bnrdensome 
time, till the happy minute smiles upon ual 

Beau. With love's best friend, and oar own honest 
•Id acquaktauce, edifying Cbarapaigu, Ned ; and fee 
good company, though it be a rarity, I'll cany thae to 
diae with the best I can meet wilh, where w^li warm 
our blood and thoughts with generous giasats^ and frea^ 
hearted converse, till we forget the world, and thmk of 
nothing bnt immortal beauties^ and eternal loving. 

Ceur. Then here I strike the league withthee: andnov 
Methmks we're both upon the wiaff togetheiv 
Bound for new realms of joy, and lands of pleasusa;. 
Where men were never yet enslav'd. by wiving; 
Bvt all theur cares are ImndsomeLy eontihriag 
Timprove the noble arts of perfaet Uvmg. [Euumi 
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ACT II. 

SCENE L 

Enter Commif s aud Bbavsarb. 

Caur> But was that thy father 1 

Beau. Yes, that civil, sober, old gentleman, Cour« 
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tine, is my fatber: nnd, tn lell thee llie truth, m 
wicked and as poor as ever iiis son wus. 1 sent him ■ 
cordial of a hundred guineas this morning, wliich he 
will be sure to lo.se before tu-morrow morning, and not 
have a shilling to help himself. 

Cour. Metbought, as I looked into the room, he 
rattled the box with a great Ueal of grace, and swore 
half a dozen rappers very youthfully. 

Beati. Pr'yihee no moreon'l, 'tis an irreverent theme; 
and next to athciani, 1 hale making merry with the 
frailties of my father. 

Cottr. But then as to tlie lady, Beaugard. 

Bam, Tia near the hour appointed, and that's the 
shop we meet at; the mistress of it, Coiittine, h a 
hearty well-wisher to tlie malhcmalics ; and her influ- 
ence, I hope, may have no ill effect o'er uiy adventure. 

Cour. Metbinks this place hmks as it were made for 
loving: the lights on eachh:mdnf the walk look stately; 
and then the riisling of silk [letticoals, the din and the 
chatter of the pretty little party-coloured parrots, that 
hop and flutter from one side to t'other, puis every 
sense upon it's proper office, and sets the wheels nf na- 
ture finely moving. 

Beau. Would the lady of my motion would make 
haste, and be punctual ; the wheels of niy nature move 
so fast else, that the weight will be down before she 
comes. 

A/m. Fur. Gloves or ribbands, air? verj good gloves 
or ribbands ; choice of line eisence.^. Captain Beaa- 
gard, shall I sell you nothing to day t 

Beau. Truly, mistrcNS Furnbb, I am come to lay out 
a heart at your shop this evening, if my pretty mer- 
chant-adventurer don't fail to meet me liere. 

A/r«, Fur. What, she that spoiled your devotion 
o' Sunday last, captain? 

Beau. Dost thou know her, my little Fumith? 

Mrs. Fur. There is a certain lady iu the world, sir, 
that has done me the honour to let me see her at my 
poor shop sometimes. 
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Enter PORCIA nuukei,amd9iatuU bekmd Bbaooarb. 

Beau, And is she very lovely? 

Mrt.Fm-. What thiak yoa, sir? 

Beau. Faith, charitably enough. 

JUrs. Fur, Fll swear she b obliged to you. 

Beau. And I would very (ain be obliged to her too, 
if 'twere possible. Will she be here to-oight ? 

Par, Yesy marry will she, captaio. 

Beau, Are you there iuideed, my little picaroon? 
What, attack a man of war of my burden in the stem, 
pirate! 

Par, Lord ! how like a soldier you are pleased to 
express yourself now ? I warrant you, to carry on the 
metaplior, you have forty more merry things to say to 
me upon thb occasion ; as, plying your chase-guns, lay- 
ing yourself athwart my hawser, boarding me upon the 
forecastle, clapping all under hatches, carrying off the 
prize to tlie next port of security, and there rummaging 
and rifling her. Alas, poor captain ! 

Cour. Poor, madam ! he has two thousand a year, 
and nothing but an old father to provide for. 

Par. Sir, b thb fine, sober, brown-bearded gentle- 
man to be your steward, he understands your amirs so 
well already? 

Beau, ^he truth on't b, madam, he does wait for aiv 
office under me, and may in time, if be behave himself 
handsomely, come to preferment. 

Cour, This I have got by my beard already. If she 
should but know me now ! 

Beau, Well, madam, are your commands ready? 
May I know the task I am to undertake, before I lay 
^laim to the happiness of seeing that handsome, homelyi, 
fair, black, young, ancient, tempting, or frightful fiice, 
which you conceal so maliciously? for hang me, as I 
have deserved long ago, if I know what to make of thb 
extraordinary proceeding of your's. 

Par. In the first place, captain, this face of mine. 
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^^^1 bt! it wbatit will, if you behave yourself aa you 


Biionld M 


^^^V do, sliall never pat you out of countenance. 


I 


^^H Beau 


In troth, and that's said kindly. 


I 


^^^ 


For I am young, captain. 
I am glad on't with all my liearl. 


I 


^^^^^^^ Beau 


1 


^^^^K 


And, if the norld speaks truth, not very uglif. | 


^^^^^H Beau 


So much the better still. 




^^^^^B 


Next, I'm no hypocrite. 




^^^^^H Beau 


Ha! 




^^^^^H 


But love ray pleasures, and will hold m> 


libcrtv. 


^^^^H Beau 


Noble. 


■ 


^^^^H 


1 am rich too. 




^^^^^^H £niu 


Better and better. 




^^^^^B Beau 


But what's woret of all 




Out with it. 






I doubt I am sillily in love. 




With whom, dear miracle ! 




^^^^^H 


Not with a married man, sweet mousieu 


T Cour- 


^^^^^r tine. 






^^^^^B Covr 


Confiiund her, but she knows me— Why, good | 


^^^^^^^K natlani- 




■ 


^^^^^[ Beau 


Nay, frieud, no ruffling; keep your 


niticles, ■ 


^^^^^^^^^F'aad keep your (fistance. 


1 


^^^^V Por. 


Have you tli*n made your escape, sir, from ■ 


^^^^^^^^■^ Tonr dear wife, the hdy-tyrant of your enchanted castle | 


^^^^^^^^V ID the country, tu run a wandering after new 


adven- ■ 


^^^^^^H Hurei heret Oh all the ^rindmills about London, be- ■ 


^^^^^^^^M' ware! — 




■ 


^^^^H 


Ay, and the walermills too, roadani.- 


-In tke ■ 


^^^^^■' devil'9 n 


dHie. what will become of nie 1 


1 


^^^^^^m 


For the Qui:iole of the country is 


broad: ■ 




horror ■ 


^^^^^^ inhi»face. 


1 


^^^^^^ 


Oh Lord ! 


1 


^^^^^H Beau 
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Cemr. Yo«r hdyship b pkaaed te be rtr/bet, ma- 
dam ; thafs all. 

P<>r. So were you at that time, sir, or yoa bad ne'er 
parted with your dear liberty on such leaioiiable terms 
surely. Ble^ as! had you but looked about you a 
little) what a market might have been made or that 
tall, proper, promising person of your's ! that— 

Caur. Hell confound thee» heartily, beaitilvl 

P&r, That face, which bow, overgrown with rueful 
beard, looks as you had stole it from the retinue of a 
Russian embassy ! Fogh ! 1 fancy all fellows that are 
BNirried, smell of train-oil and garlic. 

Beau. And yet, twenty to one, that is a stmking con- 
dition youil have a design to seduce some poor doatii^ 
niionster or another into, one day. 

Par. Nerer, by that badge of slavery, his beard 
there! 

Beam. How that dear protestation has charmed me! 

Cmr. C my conscience I myself could be half re- 
conciled to her again too. 

Par. In short, to give you one infallible argUBient, 
that I never will marry, I have been married already; 
that is, sold : for being the daughter of a very neh 
merchant, who dying left me the only heiress of an im- 
mense fortune, it was my ill luck to fall into the hands 
of guardians, that, to s|)eak properly, were rascals; for 
in a short time they consphred amongst themselves, and 
ibr base bribes betrayed, sold, and married me to a— - 
husband; that's all. 

Beau. In troth, and that's enough in conscience: but 
where is this husband 1 
•Par. Heaven be thanked, dead and buried, captain. 

Beau. Ameu, with all my heart. 

Caur. A widow, by my manhood, a downright bawdy 
widow! 

• Par. What would your cream-pot in the country give 
for that title, think voul 

Camr. Not more than I wonld, that thy husband were 
alive again, to revenge my quarrel on thee. 

Beau. And what's to be done, thou dear one t 
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Por. Look upon me as a lady in ilistres;, ca|>tain ; 
and by the honour of a soldier conaitler on some way 
I for my deliverance. 

Setm. From what 1 Where b tUe diuigcr? 
Por. Every way it threatens me: for into the very 
faaudsniy ill-tbrtiuie threw ine before, has it betrayed 
me again, friend. 
Bean. Hah! 

Por. Tile principal is an uncle, old, jealous, tyran- 
I Mical and covetous. 

Beau. Hell confound hiui for it, 

Por. My fortune lyuig most in his bands, obliged me 

^ upon my widowhood t-o give up myself again there too, 

! where he has secured and confined me with more 

granny, than if 1 had been a prisoner for inurder; 

KardsmedayandnigbtwithilMnoked fugues, that wear 
ig, broad, terrible swords, and stand ccniinel up and 
I down the boose with muskctooua and blutiilerbusses. 

Cour. So here's like to be sonic mischief going for- 
I ward, that's ojie comfort. 

Por, Murder and marriage are the two dreadful 
[ tbings I seem to be threatened wilh: now guess what 
I ]Hty it li that iTvci either of those mi«chiefs slionld fall 
I npon me. 
) Brau. By the gallant spirit that's in thee, I'll fairly 

be gibbelleil first. 

J Par. No ucp<l of that, captain, neither ; for, tosI>ew 

f you I deserve your pintectinn, I have had the cuir^ige 

to break gaol, run ;'.iv»y, and make riy escape liither, 

I purely to keep my word with you. Deal like a man of 

Vonour by me ; and when tlie storm that will follow is 

1 little blown over, here's a wbite hand upnn't, I'll not 

1 be ungrateful. 

Btau. And in token I believe thee, I'll kiss it most 
t leligiousty. 

f Cour. Why the devil did I marry ) Madam, one wot^ 
I with you : have you never a married lady of your ac- 

Suaintance, that's as goud-natured as you, and would 
lio be a widow as you are, too t 
Por. Why do you ask, sirl 
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Cour. Because I would cut her husband's throat, and 
tuake her one for ray own proper use. 

Por. Ill ask your own lady» sk, that question, next 
time I see her* if you please. 

Cour. Why, dost thou know her then 1 

Por. Yes. 

Caur. Then I may chance shortly to have a fine time 
on't : I have made a pretty evening's work of this, liea- 
vcus be praised. 



Enter Two Men, dittguhed. 

1 Man, Run away lewdly! Damnation t 

2 Man, Look! 

1 Man, By lieaven, it must be she. 

2 Mom, The men are well armed. 

1 Man, No matter; we must carry her, or all's lost 
else. 

2 Man, I'll not shriuk from you. 

1 Man, That's well said. — Sir, if you please, a word 
with you. 

Heau, With nie, sir 1 

1 Man, Yes. 

Beau. Courtine, be civil a little. 

1 Man, Sir, it is my misfortune to be concerned for 
the honour of a lady, that has not been altogether so 
careful of it herself as she ought to have been. 

Beau. I am sorry for't, sir. 

1 Alan, You being a gentleman whose character I have 
had an advantageous account of, I would make it my 
petition to you, if she be of your acquaintance, not to 
engage yourself in any thing that may give me occasion 
to be your enemy. 

Beiu. Sir, I should be highly glad of any brave 
man's friendsbip, and should be troubled if I appear 
concerned in any thing that may hajKard the lots of 
your's. 

1 Man, That lady, sir, you talked withal's-^ 

VOL. III. K 
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Beau, My mistress, sir. 

1 Man. Mistress! 

Beau, Yes, mistress, sir: I love her, doat on her, 
am damnably in love with her; she is mider my pro- 
tection too; and whenever there's occasion, as far as 
this sinful body of mine will bear me out in it, I'll de- 
fend her. 

1 Man. Do you know her I 

Beau, Not so well as I would do, sir. 

1 Man. What's her name 1 

Beau. A secret. 

1 Man. She must along with me, sir. 
Beau. No, that must not be, sir. 

2 Man. This lady, sir — 

Cour. You lie, sir — Hah ! — Beaugard ! 
[Draw and fight. Porcia runs away sfweMng. 
Courtine disamu his Adversary, and comes'up 
to Beaugard.] 

Beau. Stand fast, Ned. 

Cour. Hold thy dead-doing hand*, thou son of 
slaughter. 

1 Man. Sir, there may come a time — 

Beau. When you'll learn manners. 

1 Man. And teach 'em you too. 

Cour. We are well known. 

1 Man. And shall not be forgotten. Come, friend. 

[Exeunt Two Men* 

Beau,' Confound 'em I thb must be a brother, a kins* 
man, or a rival, he plied me so warmly. 

Cour. Tis a hard case, that a man cannot hold civil 
correspondence with a good-natured female, but pre- 
sently some hot-headed fellow of the family or other 
runs horn-mad with jealousy, aud fancies his blood 
smarts as^often as the woman's itches. 

Bemi^ This heroic person's sister, kinswoman, hb 
mistress, or whate'er she be, is like to get much rqpii- 
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tatioD by his hectoring and quarrelling for her; and he 
is much honour by being beaten for her. 

Cour, Nay, when cuckolds or brothers fight for the 
reputation of a back-sliding wife or sister, it is a very 
pretty undertaking, doubtless. As for example ; I amr 
a cuckold now — ^ 

Beau, All in good time, Ned ; do not be too hasty. 

Caur, And being much troubled in spirit, meeting 
with the spark that has done me the honour, with a great! 
deal of respect I make my address — as thus — Most nohU 
sir, you have done me the favour to lie with my wife. — 

Beau, Very well. 

Cour. AU I beg of you, is, that you would do your 
best endeavour to mn me through the guts to-morrow 
morning, and it will be the greatest satisfaction in the 
world. 

Bean. Which the good-natured whoremaster does 
very decently: so down falls the cuckold at Barn-Elms« 
and rises again the next day at Holboni in a ballad. 
But all this wiiile, what is become of the widow, Ned 1 

Cour, Faith she has e'en done very wisely, I think ; 
as soon as she had set us together by the ears, she very 
fairly ran for't. 

Beau. A very noble account of our first evening's en- 
terprise. But pox on't, take courage; and since we 
hare lost this quarry, let us e'en beat about a little, and 
see what other game we can meet with. 

Enter Lucretia, masked. 

Luc. Sir, sir! captain! 

Cour. With you again, Beaugard* Agare ho! 

Beau. With me, my mistress? 

Luc. Yes, with you, my master. 

Cour. I wonder when, o'the devil's name, it will 
come to my turn. 

Luc. Being a particular friend of your's, captain, I 
4am come to tell you, the world begins to talk very 
scandalously of you, captain. 

K 2 
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Beau. Look thee, sweet-lieart, the world'H an an, ind 
common lame a coniiiion Etrumpet: go long as such 
prelly good-naliired creatures as thou .seeniest to be, 
think but well of me, let tlie world be hanged, as it was 
once drown'd, if it will. 

Lvc. I must let you know too, captain, that your 
love intrigues are not so closely munuged, but that they 
will aliiirtly grow the subject of all the sutire and con- 
tempt iu town: your holding coDveriatiun with a drag- 
gle-lailed mask, in the church- cloisters, on Sunday; 
your meeting with the very scandal here again, thb 
evening; su&ring yourself tn be imposed u|h)U, and 
jillrd by her; and at last running the hazard of a dam- 
iiable beating, by a couple of plausible biictors, that 
made you believe your mistress bad honour enough to 
be concerned for. 

Beau. Really, my little wolf iu a sheep's fleece, this 
sounds like very good doctrine ; but what use must 1 
make of it, child f 

Luc. Melhinks, captain, that should not be so hard 
to find out; my setting upon you in a mask myself, 
aiid railing at the la»t woman that did so hefcirc me, 
ht easily inform you, I have a certain design of try- 
ing whose heart's hardest, yuur's or mine. 

Cour. I'hen, my lit lie mischief, you ahoulil not enter 
the lists upon unequal terms, with that black armour 
ii|>oii your face, that makes you look as dreadfully as 
the black knight in a romnnce. 

i.ur. Go<ii) captain, what's tliat sober gentleman's 
name? For certainly I have seen him before now. 

Beau. His name in the flesh, my pretty one, isConr- 
tine; u very hunest fellow, •;ood-miluretl, and wicked 
enough for thy purpcise of all conscience. 

Xur. Courtinc! Bless us for ever! What, the man 
that's married i 

Cour. The man that's married ! yes, the man that's 
'Siieatb, though 1 be »eary un't, I am not 
ashnmed of my condition. Why the devil didst thou 
tell licr my name! L shall never thrive willi any woman 



I 
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that knows me. The man that's married ! ZoiindSy I 
am as scandalous as the man that's to be hanged. 

Lue. But you'll ne'er be thought so handsome. To 
make few words with you^ sir, I am one that mean 
you fairer play than such an inconstant, fickle, false- 
hearted wanderer as you, deserves. 

Beau. Then why dost thou conceal thyself? Those 
whose designs are fiiir and noble, scorn to hide their 
faces; therefore give me leave to tell thee, lady, if thou 
thiuk'st to make use of me only to create some jealousy 
in another woman, I am no instrument to be that |vay 
managed ; no, I am constant, I — but if thou lov*st me — 

Luc. Have you any more doubts that trouble youl 

Beau. None, by this sweet body of thine. 

Luc. Know then, sir, it has been my misfortune to 
watch you, haunt you, and dog you these six months ; 
being, to my eternal torment, jealous of that ravenoim 
kite your widow, your widow, captain: nay, since 
I have coufest my weakness, know from thu hour I'll 
defeat all her ambushes, all the false baits she lays to 
ensnare your heart, till I obtain the victory of it my- 
self, much more my due, in that I'm not beneath her 
in beauty, birth, or fortune, or indeed any thing but 
her years, captain; therefore if you have that merit 
the world reports of you, make the best use of this 
present advice; and so farewell, till you hear from 
me further. [Exit. 

Beau. Now may I do by my mistresses as the boys 
do by their farthings, hustle 'em in a hat together, and 
go to heads or tails for 'era — Hah ! let me never see 
day again, if yonder be not coming towards us the very 
rascal I told thee of this morning, our faux Atheist; 
now will I shew thee as notable a spirit as ever past 
upon the ignorant world for a fine person, and a philo- 
sopher. 

Enter Daredevil. 

What, Daredevil I a good evening to thee : why, where 
hast thou' been, old blasphemy, these forty hours 1 I 
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shall never be converted from Christianity, if thou dost 
not mind thy business better. 

Dare. Been, quotb-a! I liave been where I have 
half lost my honest senses, man : would any body that 
Jinows me believe it] Let me be buried alive, if the 
rogues of the parish I live in have not indicted me for 
a papist. 

Beau. The devil ! a papist! 

Dare, Pox on 'em, a papist! when the impudent 
villains know, as well as I do, that I have no religion 
at all. . 

Cour, No religion, sir? are you of no religion? 

Dare. Is he an honest fellow, Beaugard? 

Beau, Oh, a very honest fellow ; thou may'st trust 
him with thy damnation, Y\\ warrant thee : answer him, 
answer him. 

Dare. I never go to church, sir. 

Cour. But what religion are you of? 

Dare. Of the religion of the Inner-Temple,, the 
comuiou law religion ; I believe in the law, trust hi the 
Jaw, enjoy what I have by the law : for if such a re- 
ligious gentleman as you are get fifty pounds into my 
debt, I may go to church and.pray till my heart aches ; 
but the law must make you pa^^ me at last. 

Cour. Tis certainly the fear of hell, and hopes of 
happiness, that makes people live in honesty, • peace, 
and union, one towards another. 

Dare. Fear of hell ! Hark thee, Beaugard ; this com- 
panion of thine, as I apprehend, is but a sort of a shal- 
low monster. Fear of hell! No, sir, 'tis fear of hang- 
ing. Who would not steal, or do murder, every time his 
fingers itched at it, were it not for fear of the gallows 1 
Do not ^'ou, with all your religion, swear almost as 
often as you speak ? break and profane the Sabbath I 
lie with your neighbours' wives? and covet their estates, 
if they be better than your own? Yet those things are 
forbid by religion, as well as stealing and cutting of 
throats are. No ; had every commandment but a gib- 
bet belonging to it, I should not have had four king's 
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evidences to-day, swear impudently I was a papist, 
when I was never at mass yet since I was bom, nor in* 
deed at any other worship these twenty years. 

Cour, Why then, sir, between man and man, you 
are really of no religion] 

I>are. May be I am^ sir ; may be I am not, sir : 
when you come to know me better, twenty to one but 
you'll be better satisfied. 

C&ur. Does your honour think there may be a devil ? 

Dare. I never saw him, sir. 

Cour, Have you a mind to see him? 

Dare. Fd go fifty miles barefoot^ to see but a fiend 
/that belonged to his family. 

Beau. That's a danmed lie, to my knowledge : for I 
saw the rogue so scared, that his hair stood upright, 
but at the sight of a poor black water-spaniel, that met 
Jbim in the dark once. lAside, 

Cour, What think you of conscience 1 

Dare. I do not think of it at all, sir ; it never trou- 
bles me. 

Cour. Did you ever do a murder ? 

Dare. I won't tell you. 

Cour. Thou art the honester fellow for it ; I love 
a friendly rogue, that can keep such a secret, at my 
heart. 

Dare. Do youl 

Cour. Ay. 

Beau. So that's well said ! now we'll to work with him 
presently. Dost thou hear. Daredevil, this honest 
friend of mine is something troubled in spirit, and wants 
a little of thy ghostly advice in a point of difficulty. 

Dare. Weil, and what is't? I shall be civil, and do 
him all the good I can. 

Beau. In few words, he's married; plagued, trou- 
bled, and hag-ridden by the eternally-tormenting witch- 
craft of a vexatious, jealous familiar, called a wife. 

Dare. A wife ! that ever any fellow that has but two 
grains of brains in his scull, should give himself the 
{rouble to complain of a, wife, so long as there is arsenic 
in the world ! 
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Beau, Nay, it is a mere shame, a scandalous shame, 
when it is so cheap too. 

Cour. Would you have me poison her ? 

Dare. Poison her! ay, what would you do with 
her else, if you are weary of her 1 

Cour. But if I should be called to a terrible account 
for such a thing hereafter I 

Dare. Hereafter ! — Cross my hand with a piece of 
silver — ^that is to say, — give me three pence — three 
pence, my dearest — 

Cour. Well, and what then ? 

Dare, Why, for that inconsiderable sum I'll be se- 
curity for thee, and bear thee harmless for hereafter ; 
that's all. 

Beau. Faith, and cheap enough of all conscience. 
. Cour. This is the honestest acquaintance I ever met 
withal, Beaugard. 

Beau. Oh, a very honest fellow, very honest. 

Cour. Pr'ythee then. Daredevil, if that be thy title, 
since we have so happily met this evening, let us grow 
' more intimate, and eat mid drink together. 

Dare. Faith and troth, with all my heart : pox on 
me, boy, but I love drinking mightily ; and to tell ye 
the truth on't, I am never so well satisfied in my out- 
of-the-way principles, as when I am drunk, very drunk. 
Drunkenness is a great quieter of the niind, a great 
soother of the spirit. 

Beau. And shall we be very free, my little atheisti- 
cal disbelieving dog ? Wilt thou o|)en thy heart, and 
speak very frankly of matters that shall be nameless? 

Dare. Much may be done ; I seldom hide my talent, 
I am no niggard of my parts that way. 

Beau. To tell thee a secret then. Daredevil, we two 
are tliU night, for some weighty considerations, to give 
a treat to the people of the Duke's Theatre, after the 
play's done, upon their stage ; we are to have the music 
too ; and the hidies, 'tis hoped, will not deny us the 
favour of their fair company. Now, my dear iniquity, 
shall we not, think^st thou, if we give our minds to it, 
pass an eveniDg pleasantly enough 1 
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Dart. Rot me* with all my heart : I loye the pro- 
ject of treatini; upon the stage extremely too. But will 
there, will there he none of the poets there? Some of 
the poets are pretty fellows, very pretty iellows; they 
are most of 'em my disciples in their hearts, and now 
and then stand up for the truth manfully. 

Beau. Much may happen: but in the next place, 
after supper, we have resolved to storm a certain en- 
chanted castle, where I apprehend a fair lady, newly 
entered into league with an honest friend of thine, 
called myself, is kept a prisoner, by an old, ill-natured, 
snarling dog in a manger, her guardian. Thou wilt 
make one at it, wilt thou not, my little Daredevil ? 

Doir. Dam'nie, we*ll bum the house. 

Cow. Dam' me, sir? Do you know what you say? 
You believe no such thing. 

Dare. Words of course, child, mere wopds of course: 
we use an hundred of 'em in conversation, which are in- 
deed but in the nature of expletives, and signify nothing ; 
as dam*me, sir ; rot me, sir ; confound me, sir ; which 
purport no more than so, sir ; and, sir; or then, sir, 
at the worst: for my part, I always speak what I think; 
no man can help thinking \^ hat he does think: so if I 
speak not well, the fault's not mine. 

Beau. Distinguish'd like a learned school divine. 

Cour. When meet we at the play-house then? 

Dare. Before the clock strike nine. 

Beau. Where we'll have music, women, mirth. 

Dare, And very much good wine. [^Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

\Eftfer Bbaugard, Coubtine, aiuf Daredevil. 

Beau. Is not thb living now? Who that knew the 
;iw^ets of liberty, the UBcontrouled delights the freeman 
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tastes o( lord of his own hours^ king of his own 
pleasures, just as nature meant him first; 
Courted each minute hy all his appetites. 
Which he indulges, like a bounteous master. 
That's still supplied with various full enjoyments : 
And no intruding cares make one thought bitter. 

Dare. Very well this ; this is all but very well. 

C&w, Nay, not one rub, to interrupt the course 
Of a long, rolling, gay, and wanton life. 
JVfethinks the image of't is like a lawn 
In a rich fiow'ry vale, it's measure long. 
Beauteous it's prospect, and at the end 
A shady peaceful glade, where, when the pleasant race 

is over. 
We glide away, and are at rest for ever. 

Beau, Who that knew this, would let himself be a 
slave 
To the vile customs that the world's debauch'd in \ 
Who'd interrupt his needful hours of rest, 
To rise and yawn in a shop upon Corn hill \ Or what's 
as. bad, make a sneaking figure in a great man's cham- 
ber, at his rising in a morning? Who would play the 
rogue, cheat, lie, flatter, bribe, or pimp, to raise an 
estate for a blockhead of his own begetting, as he 
thinks, that shall waste it as scandalously as his father 
got it? Or who, Courtine, would marry, to beget 
such a blockhead ? 

Cow. Nobody, but such a blockhead as myself, 
Beaugard, that's certain ; but I will, if possible, atone 
for that sin of mine in the future course of my life, and 
grow as zealous a libertine as thou would'st wish thy 
feend to be. 

Dare. These are rogues that pretend to be of a religion 
now ! Well, all that I say is, honest Atheism for my 
money. 

Beau. No, grant me while I live the easy being I am 
at present possest of; a kmd, fair she, to cool my blood, 
and pamper my imagination withal ; an honest friend or 
two like thee, Coartiney that I dare trust my thoughts 
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to; generous wine, beallh, liberty, and no dishonour; 
and wlien I aik more of fortuoe, let her e'en make a 
beggar of me, Whal say'st ihou lo this, DareUevilt Is 
not tliis coming as near thy doctriue as a young sinner 
can conveniently? 

Dare. Nay, I have very great hopes of you, that's 
my comfort. 

Caur. Bui why did we part with the women m soon? 

Beaa. Oh, Courline, reputation, reputation! I am a 
young spark, and must ataud upon my credit, friend ; 
tlie rogues that cheat all the week, and go to church in 
clean bands o'Sunday, will advance no iiecessary sums 
upon my revenues else, when there may be an occasion: 
besides, I have a (atlier in town ; a grave, sober, serious, 
old gentleman, called a father. 

Dure, One that will drinlt, nmt, whore, and game, 
and is as full of religion as his wordiipfut sou here. 

Beau. Hah I 

Enter Fatlier. 

Fath. Very well, very noble, truly son I this is the 
care you are pleased to take of my family! nit up all 
niglit, drink, whore, spend your estate, and give your 
soul to the devil 1 a very fine — hickup — Tha aiptamira' 
Inlis and the old hock does not agree with my stomach. 

Beau. Daredevil, stick to me now, and help me out 
at a dead lift, or 1 am lost fur ever. — Sir, I hope my 
being here, has not done you, nor any friend of your's, 
an injury. 

Falk. Injury ! no, sir, 'tis no injury for you to take 
your swill in plenly and voluptuousness — hic/cHp — 
white your poor father, sirrah, must be contented to 
diink paltry sack, with dry-boned, old, battered rogues, 
and be thankful. You must have your fine, jolly, 
young fellows, and bonny, buxom, brawny-bum'd 
whores, yon dog, to revel with, and be hanged to you, 
must you 1 Sirrah, you rogne, 1 ha' lost all my money. 

JSeov. I am sorry for it, sir. 




Fath. Sorry for it, sir l—kirkup—U that all T 

Dare. If tliou art very poor, old fellow, take a 
swinging dose of opium and sleep upon't ; 'ris llie best 
thing ill ibe world fur old gentlenieu that iiave no 
money. Or will thou be good company? Wilt thou sit 
down and crack a bottle, old boy) Hah? 

Falh. Hell ! crack a bottle? 

Darf. Ay, crack a bottle : what say'st thou to that 
comfortable proposition? 

Cour. Come air, here's your good health, and to 
your belter fortune. 

Falh. A vurj honest fellow. Jack : tlieae are very 
houest feHows. What is your name, friend f 

Dare. My name is Daredevil, friend ; of the ancient 
family of the Daredevils in the north, that have not 
bad a church in their parish, cbaplnin in their house, 
prayers public or privalf, or graces at meals, since the 
conqtiest. 

Fath. Sir, I have hc^d much of your f;imily; it i^ 
a very ancient hnuourable family : and I ajn glad to 
find my son has made choice of such noble acquaint- 
ance. — Sir, my service to you. — I (irotesl, a cup of 
pretty claret, very pretty claret. 

Cour. And he hu« tt^d it otFas prettily, I'll suy that 
for him. 

Fath. Jack, I ha' lost all my money. Jack. 

Beau. Have you been rubbed, sir? 

Futh. Robbed, sir! No, Mr. Saucy-face, 1 ha' not 
been rubbed, sir, but I lia'been nicked, sir, and that's 
as bad, sir. You are a worthy person, and I'll mak^ 
you my judge. 

Dare. Come along then. 

Fath. Tlie main was seven, and the chance four ; I 
had just thirty pound u)m>q it, and my last stake : the 
carter threw, uothing came of it; 1 changed bis dice; 
he threw again, to as little purpose as before. 

Dare. Very strange, truly. 

Father. I changed his dice again, be threw again: 
So be threw, and I changed; aud 1 changed, and be 
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threw, for at least half an hour; till at last— Do yoa 
mark me? — the dice powdering out of the box<— 

X)«re. That's plain. 

Fath, One of 'em trips against the foot of a candle- 
stick, and up comes two deuces, two deuces, sir, do you 
hear? and so I lust my money. No, sir, I was not 
robbed, sir; but I lost it upon two deuces: and that 
was so bard fortune, that Til hold you, or any man 
living; fifty pound to ten, that he does not throw two 
deuces beA>re seven again. 

Dare. Two deuces afore seven! two deuces are not 
to be thrown, sir, not to be thrown. 

Beau, 1 am glad to hear you are so rich, sir. 

Fath. Rich, quotli-a! pr'ythee be quiet, I am no^ 
worth a shilling, man. But, sir, here you are a lord at 
large, enjoy your drink and your draba^ sit up all night 
in the fullness of iniquity, with worthy esquire Dare- 
devil of the north here, with a pox to you ; whilst I 
must be kept without a shilling in my pocket — But, 
sir — 

Beau, Sir, I sent you a hundred pounds yesterday 
morning. 

Fath. Well, sirrah, and T have had ill luck, and 
lost it all: what then? 

Beau, Sir, to avoid dispute, shaill I make one pro- 
position to you? 

Fath, Heh ! with all my heart. Look you, Jacky- 
boy» I am not against thy taking thy moderate diver- 
sions, so long as 1 see thou keepest good company, 
neither. But — sneak what ready-money thou hast into 
my hand, and send me the rest of t'other hundred to 
my lodging. 

Beau. Do you think it reasonable, that as often as 
two deuces are thrown before seven, I must advance 
pn hundred pounds to make the devil's bones rattle, 
sur? 

Fath, Sirrah, you are a rebel ; and I could find in 
ray heart to cut your throat. Sir^ have you e'er a 
father t 
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Dare. No, sir. 

Fath. No. sir? 

Dare. No, bir; I brake his heart long ago, before I 
came to be at ^ears of diKretion: I hate »ll fathers, and 
always did. 

Fath. Oh Lord! bark you, sir, nbafs that fellow's 
profession i 

Cour. Oh, an Atheist, sh"; he believes neither God 
nor the devil. 

Fath. 'Sbud, I'll brustle up to him. Are yon an 
Atheist, fellovrl Hob! 

Dare. Yes, air, I am an Atheist. 

Fath. And what think you will become of you when 
you die? Hoh I 

Dare. I shall be buried six foot under ground to pre' 
vent stinking, aiid there grow rotten. 

Falh. Ob Lord ! 

Dare. If I chance to be banged, being a lusty sinewy 
fellow, the corporation of barber-chirurgeons, may be, 
beg me for an anatomy, lo set up in their liail. I don't 
take much care of myself while 1 am living; and when 
I am dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble 
me. 

Fath. No more to be said; my son'a in a very liope- 
fid way to he damned, that's one comfort. Impudenl 
rogue, you keep company with the devil's resident! 
You converse with foreign ministers, and deny your 
father a little dirty raore^ I Fogb, (viltroonl 

Seau. lliis is very hard, sir: but if ten guineas will 
do you any service — 

Fath. Ten guineas? let me sec; ten guineas are a 
pretty hlile piddling sum, that's the Itulh on't: but 
what will it do, Jackj-bny? serve, may be, to play at 
tick-tack in an afternoon. tlir«e bits u\) fur a piece, or 
so; but when will that rtrcover my hundred again? Ten 
guineas! pox o'thy ten guineas. — Well, let me see the 
ten guineas though, — let roe see 'em a little — Jacky-boy, 
Jacky, Jack — Vou ha' drunk damnable hard lo-nigbt, 
you rugue! you are a diunkeu dog, 1 believe — hiui't 
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you bad a where too, Jacky?— e e e — You'll get the 
pox, sirrah, aud then — but if thou dost, I know a ¥erj 
able fellow, an old acquaintance of mine — (en guineas, 
Jaeky! 

Beau. There they are, sir, and long may they kud 
you. 

Fath. Make 'em twenty, Jacky-r(^e ; — you plump* 
cheeked, merry-eyed rogue, make 'era twenty — make 
'em fifteen then — Jacky-boy, Jacky, Jack— -do (kith. 

J^u. Upon my duty, you have stripped me, sir. 

Fath. Then do you hear, friend, you Athebt, that 
are so free of your soul? let us see if you dare venture 
a little of your money now — come [Drawi aui a box 
and Dice] seven's the main : I'll hold yoa ten pounds 
to two, two deuces does not come before seven. 

Beau, At him. Daredevil ; beggar him once more, 
and then we shall be rid of him. 

Dare. Done, sir, done; down with your money. 

Fath. Here, you blasphemous dog — Dost thou love 
hazard] 

Dare. Dearly, from the bottom of my heart, sir. 

Fath. I love thee the better for't: come along-^ 
seven — 

Dare. Right. 

Fath. Seven. [Tkrawa two Deueeo. 

Dare. Two deuces ! — you have lost , sir. 

Faih. Dam' me, sir, lay your hand upon my money ! 

Dare. Dam' me, sir, 'tis my money ; I won it fairly. 

Beau. Now, Courtine, now — 

Cour. Now, look to't^ Atheist ! 

Faih. Son of a whore, you lie. Thns to my hat I 
sweep the yellow scoundrels, and draw my sword in 
witness they're my own. 
. Dare. Nay then ril— 

Cour. Hold, sirs, no chrawing swords, no quarrelfiug. 

Dare. I am glad on't, with all my h^rt; for though 
I an not much afraid of the devil^ I hate a drawn sword 
mortally. 

Seau. Good sir — 
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Falh. SlamI off— dogs, AUieUts, win my monev !— 
Rascal — good-morruw. [Exit. 

Heau. Till Dext lime Iwo deuces come before Bcvcn; 
and then 1 am »ure to see or hear from you again iufiit- 
libly. 

Cour. How dost tliou intend to dispose of Ibb wild, 
extravagant old father of thine, Braugard t 

Bean. I hope to find him run so far in debt within 
this fortnight, that to avoid the culaniity, he shull be 
force<l to compound with me for his freedom, and be 
contented with a comfortable annuity in ttte country - 
that's all my hopes of hijH. 

Cow, Which he'll sell in one quarter of a year, and 
return to old London again, for t'other game at hazard. 

Beuv. No, like a wis« guardian, I'll take care of the 
cDutrary ; lay it too far out of his reach, and tie it too 
fast for him. Why how now. Daredevil] What, in the 
dumps! Tis an nnruly old gsalleniaa, but yet he has 
some religion in him. Daredevil. 

Dart. Yes, pox on liim, ■□ cheat me of my money. 
Tis well he was your father, sir. 

Cour. Why? 

Dare. Had he been niy own, by these hilts I would 
have sawed his old windjiipc asunder upon the spot, 
Rob n\K of my right ! 

Cour. Does he love fighting so well thenl I thought 
most of yiiur Atheists had not much cared for that im- 
pertment exercise. 

Dare. Tis a little impertinent, that I'll grant you, 
for honest fellows to full out, squdhble, and cut ont; 
another's throats, to spoi I goud company : but when my 
honour's injured — 

Beau. Then, 1 know, thou art implacable. But for 
a foolish trilling sum of money — 

Dare. Trash, trash, dunghill, and filthinessl I give it 
away to my wenches and my servants; we part with 
it lo every body, upiiu all occasions. He that values 
money deserves never to have the benefit of it. 

Beau. A very noble fragment of philosophy. But, 
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Coiirtine, the morning is new risen again, and I have 
received intelligence this night/ by a certain nUBiater I 
keep for such offices, where in^ poor distreaied widow 
is held in durance : if thou thmkest there may be any 
hopes for thee upon the coast I am bound for, let ut 
embark together, and good luck attend us. 

Cour. No, I have other projects o'foot: marriage has 
cracked my credit so, that no body that knows my con- 
dition cares to deal with me. Therefore I am resolved 
to set out for new discoveries, and try how I can thrive 
where my name's a stranger. 

^Aitf. What, this morning? 

Caur. This very morning : fortified with Bourdeanx, 
as I am, will I issue forth ; and let all straggling wives, 
widows, and virgins, have a care of their cargoes. 

Beau. Nobly resolved, and good fortune guide thee. 
Thou, Daredevil, wilt not part with me : thou art more 
a friend than to leave thy disciple, when there is good 
substantial sinning like to go forward. May be we may 
do a murder before we part ;- something that is very 
wicked we'll not fail of. 

Dare, With all my heart ; let us fire a house or tWo, 
poison a constable and all his watch, ravtUi six cinder- 
women, and kiU a beadle. 

Beau, Shall we do all this? 

Dare. Do't! I'll do't myself. 

Beau. Thou art the very spirit of iniquity. 

Enter Footman. 

Foot. Sir, captain Beaugard. 

Beau. With me, friend ? 

Foot. Sir, there is a masked lady, in a chair, ai the 
comer of the street, desires a \\y)rd with you instantly. 

Beau. Tell her Tni her vassal, and will wait on her 
this moment. Courtine, good-morrow. 

Cour, Gone already 1 

Beau. Trading comes in, friend, and I must mind 
my calling, that's all. Alhns, Daredevil. ^ [Exii^ 

L 
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Dare. Friead, farewell to thee; if either of us are- 
run through the lungs, or shot in the head, before we 
nieet again, let us hear from one another out of the lowier 
world, how matters go there, and what entertainment 
they give us, 

Cour, You shall find ine a very civil correspondent^ 
sir. 

Dare. Farewell, \EmL 

Cour. The same good wish to yon, sir. Now will 
1 out into the middle of the street, play at blind-man's 
buff by myself, turn three times round, and catch who 
I can. [Exit. 

SCENE changes to the Street. 

Enter Bbaugard and Daredevil. 

Beau. This should be the place, and yet I see no 
chair. 

Dare. Then let us fall to mischief. 

Beau. Pr'ythee, a little patience, though it be a vir- 
tue, dear temptation. 

Enter another Footman. 

Foot. Sir, is your name captain Beaugard 1 

Beau. Yes, my dear Mercury, I am the happy man. 

Foot. Then, sir, this letter is for you. 

Beau, Stay till I read it, friend. 

Foot. Sir, it requires no answer. [Exit, 

Beau. What jilt's trick, now ! — Sir^-^o meet us with 
your swords in your hands this nwming, behind the 
comer house of— By my stars, a challenge from the ter- 
magant sparks that fell upon us last night. Why, what 
a deal of love and honour have I upon my hands nowl 
Daredevil, thou canst fight? 

Dare. Why, is there any occasion? 

Beau. Only a challenge. Daredevil, thafs all. See, 
there's a breakfast for thee, if thou bast any stomach 
to't.-r 
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Dare. Idle rogues^ rascals, hectors! Never inbid 'em; 
bang 'em, these arp some hungry variets that want din- 
ners: let us break the nei^t windows, and never think 
on't. 

Enter Six RnfRans. 

1 Ruff^* These are our quarry; be sure we seize 'em 
both. U the coach ready] 

2 Ruff* At the next comer. 

. 1 Rt^, Fall on then. Sir, you are our prisoner. 
. £«ai^' Villains! rogues! thieves! Murder! thieves! 
irascals, you'll not murder me ? 

1 Ruff". Nay, sir, no noise, no struggling, as you 
tender your safety. 

Beau. Daredevil, dog, coward, draw thy sword and 
rescue me. 

Zkire. I am terrified, amazed; some judgment for 
my sins is fallen u|)on me; alas, I am in bonds tooi 
Have mercy on my soul, and don't slay me, gentle- 
men. 

Beau, Damnation! blinded! rascals! villains! ruffians! 
Murder! 

Dare, Oh Daredevil, Daredevil, what will become of 
thee! [Exeunt. 

Enter Theodoret and Gratian. 

TTieod. This generosity makes good Ihy character. 
That thou'rt the bravest man, aud truest friend. 
How shall I deserve this from thee? 

Grat. I should be unjust, both to myself, and the 
dear memory of thy noble brother, whose friendship 
was so dear to me, should my true sword be idle in thy 
cause. Besides, the love which I profess to Porcia, 
tells me a rival must not tamely carry her. 

Tkeod, She is thy right : ray dying brother, her soon- 
forgotten husband,* but thy remembered friend, with his 
last breath thus told me : 

h'2 
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I have a friend, Gratian, the man my heart 

■Has cherish'd most ; we from our youth were rivals 

JPor my dear Porcia: tell him, if I die, 

I left her to him, as the dearest legacy 

I could bequeath : bid him be tender of her. 

For she'll deserve it from him. — Would she did ! 

Chrat. Heaven knows, it is my curse, spite of her 
scorn, to love her even to madness ; nor shall this man 
of war, this French-bred hero, win her with nothing btit 
his cap and feather: I wonder he's not come yet. 

Theod. I have heard the man is gallant ; but in ho- 
nesty, as thou art my friend, I wish thou would'st hear 
good counsel. 

Grat. Thine must be noble. 

Theod. I'd have thee thmk no more of this proud 
woman. 

Grat, I wish 'twere possible. 

Theod. Their sex is one gross cheat ; their only study 
How to deceive, betray, and ruin man: 
They have it by tradition from their mothers, 
AVhich they improve each day, and grow more exquisite. 
Their painting, patching, all their chamber-arts. 
And public affectations, are but tricks 
To draw fond men uito that snare, tlieir love. 

Grai, Would this could cure mine ! 

Theod, When we're caught fast, 'tis then they shew 
their natures. 
Grow haughty, proud, to vex the wretch they've con- 

quer'd; 
Tho' the same hour they glance abroad for new ones. 
But let a woman know you're once her slave. 
Give her once testimony that you love her. 
She'll always be thy torment, jilt, design. 
And practise ends upon thy honest nature ; 
So strong is their antipathy to truth. 

Grat. But let a fool — 

Theod. Oh give them but a fool, 
A senseless, noisy, gay, bold, bristling blpckhead, 
A rascal with a feather, and cravat-struig, 
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No brains in's iiead ; a vain, pert, empty rogiie. 
That can prune*, dance, lisp, or lie very much. 
They're lost for ever : they'll give all they have 
To fools, or for *em. — 

Grat. But, my friend, this granted. 
Grant Porcia this, and more, as she's the relict 
Of thy dear brother, and my valu'd friend. 
The ii^ury she brings upon thy honour 
Must not be slighted ; and that's my cause now. 

Theod. There thou o'ercom'st me : still our men of 
mettle 
Delay their time ; the day grows late ; let's walk 
Down by yon wall; may be they've miss'd the place: 
Besides, I fancy company is coming this way, and we 
may be prevented. Methinks I would not lose so fuie 
a morning, and do nothing. 

Grat, Nor I. 

Enter Sylvia and Lucretia. 

Syh. Oh Lucrece, 'twas the pangs of jealousy, 
curst jealousy, that brought me hither. 

Luc, Where lodged you then last night ? 

Syh. Here, in this house, my cousin Porcia's house: 
I met her late last night, just as I alighted, harassed 
with my journey, and the cause of it : had she not took 
pity of me, heaven knows how my perplexities would 
have disposed me! 

Luc. What, in this house ? 

Syh. Here, in this very house. 

Luc. I'm glad I know it; I'll take such care it shall 
not be long a secret. [Aside. 

Sylv. The garden opening thus upon the fields, in- 
vited roe to take the morning-air here; for sleep's a 
guest that stays but little with me. Why sighest thou, 
Lucrece? 

Luc. I'm thinking why my cousin Porcia should 
choose this residence. 

* This word it improperiy altered in the edit of 1757« to 
prim. Tofnmc, ngninct to pink, or dress aiifectedly. 
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Sylv. Tis for a lover, Lucrece; Beaugard conrts 
her, a friend and lewd conipanioD of my false husbaiid's. 

Luc. I kuow bini hwX. too well. 

Sylv. Why, dost thou love him ? 

Luc. So iDuch that I can neither eat^ drink, nor 
sleep in peace foe tlie tormenting thoughts of himv 

Sylv. By heavens I pity thee. Oh have a care of 
marriage, Lucrece, marriage ; 'twill be thy bane, and 
ruin thee for ever. Marriage spoils faces ; how i loo)^ 
witii marriage ! 

Luc. I see no change. 

Sylv. No change 1 I have not slept six nights in peace 
since the curst day I wedded. 

LnC' Will then a husband spoil one's sleep so sadly ? 

Sylv. \ husband's, Lucrece, like his wedding-clothes ; 
W^orn gay a week, but then he throws 'era off. 
And with 'em too the lover : then his days 
Grow gay abroad, and his nights dull at home : 
He lies whole months by thy poor longing side 
Heavy and useless, comes faint and loth to bed. 
Turns him about, grunts, snores^ and that's a husbaiKl. 

Luc. Is Courtine such a one 1 

Sylv. Tis pain to tell thee the life I lead with him. 
He's colder .to me tlian adamant to fire; but let him 
loose amongst my kitchen-furniture, my maids, never wa» 
seen so termagant a towser : be loves a nasty, foul-fed, 
fulsome drab, and scorns the tender joys my arms, 
invite him to. To be despised at thalt rate, so disho- 
noured, makes me even curse the chance tlkat niade me 
woman: ,would I had been any creature else. — See 
yonder, yonder he comes : thy mask, thy mask, dear 
Lucrece. 

Luc. Farewell; I'll away, and leave yc fairly both 
together. [Exit. 

Enter CouRTiNE. 

Cour. What, fly thy ground, faint soldier? How, 
another ! Nay then 'twas nobly done ; two to one had 
WQB04di>ebe: badit not, pretty one] 
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Sulv, Why, who are ;^ou, sir? 
Qmr. £'eu a wandering knight, that have fonakeu 
niy castle in the country, and aai come np to town for 
preferment truly. 

Sylv. And one would think so proper, losty, a well- 
made fellow as you are should not be long out of em- 
ployment. 

Ceitr. Dost thou know me, my dearest? 

Sjflv. No. 

Caur. Then I am sure thou canst have no exccptiou 
against me. 

Sylv, But suppose I had a mind to a little farther 
acquaintance with you ; what then, sir ? 

Cimr, Why, then thou may's! reasonably suppose 
that ril make no evil use of thy good inclinations : iaith 
there are very pretty gardens hereabouts ; let us com- 
mit a trespass for <mce, break into one of 'em, and 
roll a camomile walk together this morning. 

I^lv. O Lord, sir ! 

(four. She's coming already. 

Siflv, If I should let you make advantage of my 
weakness now, you would be false afterwards, forsake 
me, and break my heart. 

Caur, Pretty fool I what innocent sicruplesshe makes! 

Sylv. Have you no other mistress already ? Have yo« 
fio engagements that will return hereafter upon your 
heart to my prejudice ? 

Cour. Shall 1 swear ? 

Sylv, But han't you truly ? 

Caur. If I have, may that blue mountain over our 
heads there, fall dowh and crush me like a pelted toad. 

Si/lv. To shew yon then that 1 deserve your faith — 

Caur, What wilt thou shew me ? 

5y(9. A face which I am not ashamed of, though 
you'll perhaps be scandalized when you see it. 

Caur. The devil take me if I am though, so it prove 
not very horrible indeed. 

Sifh. What think you then, sir; is it such a one as 
you looked for? 
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Cour, My own wife ! 

Si^v. Yes, thy unhappy wife. 
Thou false, deceitful, pegur'd, shameless wretch : 
Have I deserv'd this from thee 1 

Cour. Pox confound her — 

\Take8 out a Book, and-Jalh a readings 

Sylv, Is this the recompense of all my love ] 
Did I bestow my fortune on thy wmits. 
Humble myself to be thy dove-like wife; 
And is this all Vm worth 1 

Cour. [Reads] Wealth is a great 

Provocative to amVous heat. — 
For what is worth in any thing. 
Hut sr> much money as 'twill bring ? 
Hudibras, part the second, canto the first. 

Sylv, Patience direct me! have I wrought my naturje 
To utmost sufferance, and most low contentment! 
Set my poor heart to cares 1 Have I been blest 
With children by thee, to be left with scorn. 
Cast o?[\ neglected, and abandoned vilely ? 
Speak, is not this hard usage ? — 

Cour. Umph! 

Syh. Umph ! What's umph 7 

Cotcr., Umph, that's I, child; umph is I, I, J, jny 
dear. 

Sylv. Death! death and torments! Cut my wretched 
throat. 
Don't treat me thus : by heav'n I'll bcar't no lopger. 

Cour. No more. 

Sylv. I have done, sir. 

Cour. What do you at London ? 

Syh. Is it a fault to follow what Tm fond of? 

Cour. Can't I enjoy my pleasure, take my freedoms, 
But you nuist come, and s|K)il the high-seasou'd dish. 
With your insipid, whuiing, senseless jealousy ? 

Sylv. Pr'ytbec forgive me — 

Cour, Where did you lodge last night? 

Sylv. Here with a kinswoman ; 
May be you know her not; her name is Porcia. 
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CoHr. Death I Beaugard's widow ! now I am finely 
fitted. 
What at this house ? 

Siflv, This very house ; that doojr 
Opeus into the garden, let us walk there ; 
Won't you go with me, Courtine 1 

Caur, No. 

Syk, Pr'ythee do» love. 
Don't be thus cruel to me. 

Cour, Then promise one thing ; 
And may be my good nature shall be wrought upon. 

5^/9. ril grant thtee any thing ; speak, try my obe* 
dience. 

Cour. Then promise me, tliat during your abode 
In this sweet town, whicji I love very dearly. 
That let me nimble, steer what course I will, 
Keep what late hours, and as 1 please employ 'em. 
That you'll be still an humble, civil doxy, 
And pry into no secret to disturb me. 

Syh. Well, 'tis all granted. 

(Jaur. Oh theq, I'll be dutiful. 

Svlv, Enter you first. 

Cmfr. No — 

Syiv. Oh, then you'll forsake me ; 
Yqu seek but opportunity again to leave me. 

Cour. Well, since I am trapt thus. 
Like a poor beast that wanted better pasture. 
There's no replevin^ and I must to pound. [£»fiiii^ 

Enter Thi&odorrt, Gratian, and Lvcretia. 

Theod. What, in tlib house ? 

Luc. Here, in this very house ; 
My cousin Sylvia, Courtiue*s jealous wife. 
Coming to town, lodg'd with her here last night. 

Theod. No more ; I guess the cause we're disappointed. 
Do thou go, Gratian, muster what friends 'tis possible; 
Y\\ try my int'rest too ; we'll storm your fortress, 
Enchaniea Jl<idy, tho' your giant guard it. 
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SCENE chansea to the Inside of a very fair Hfiuse, 
adorned with rich Furniture and iiigkh* 

Enter Ruffians, wi^h BBAfjGARp. tf»(2 Daredeytl, 

Beau. Dogs! rascals ! villains I how do you infeiid tb 
^eal with us ? . ■ • * 

Ruff. Much better than your language has deserved^, 
sir, \^ey unbind *em. 

Beau. Sirs, for this noble usage, bad I a sword or 
pistol about me, I would reward J^e most amply. [T%ey 
aU how and wiihdraw,'] A plague of your civility ! 
where the devil are we ? 

Dare. Where arc we, quoth-^! why, we are in a 
palace, man. PKythee look afbout thee a little. 

Beau. By heaven here's a paradise; hark, DaredevH! 
music too \ 

Dare. Til be. hanged if 'tis not a bawdy dancing- 
school; some better whores than ordinary, designing a: 
private \Ba//um Rancum, have pitched nponr our two 
proper persons for the business ; we ate like to have a 
swinging time on't, Beaugard. 

Beau. A plague o' your cowardice! you were whining 
and praying just now, and be hanged to yon. 

Dare. 1 praying! Pr'ythee be quiet, man, I never 
prayed in my life, nor ever will pray: praying quoth-a! 
that's a merry jest with all my heart. 

j^fotf. Impjtd^t poltroon! He ^id tv^b dozen of 
pater-nosters within this half hour, and every jolt the 
coach gave, was afraid the devil would have tbrn him to 
pieces. \fAaide. 

Dare. Odd, I like this contrivance very well : look, 
Beaugard, what comes yonder? 'sheart, two devils in 
petticoatSi how my guts shrink together I 

Enter Two Black Women. 

Beau. Heyday I lady BUickamores ! nay then we are 
certainly enchanted* What nxft you two^ maids of bo- 
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BAur to the queen of Poinonkey ? and is tbis one of her* 
palaces] Not a word !— 

Dare. How I long now to be familiar with one of 
those sooty-faced harlots! I would beget a chopping 
black son of a whore upon her, in defiance to the prince 
/of darkness. 

Enter a Dwar£ 

Beau, What, another too of the same complcxipul 
Tbis must be iier roajest/s page. 

Darcj, A pimp. 111 warrant him ; he's so wen little, 
pert, and dapper, the rogue looks as if lie could iniinur 
ate himself through a key-hole. 

Dwarf, Welcome, thou best-lov'd man of the £iir 
world. 

Beau, Well, sir, and what's the service you have in- 
X)rder to command me ? 

Dwarf, My orders are to lead you to repose 
In a rich bed prepared for rest and love. 

Dare, I said it was a pimp ; wh^t a smooth-tongued 
little rascal 'tis ! 

Beam. A very pretty sort of an amusement this : but 
pr'ythee, young Doniiue, why to bed] 'tis but now cby, 
and the sun newly risen ; for I have not been a^bed all 
night, my little monster; I know how the time goes^ 
child. 

Dwarf, Such are the orders of the pow*r I senre. 
For you're come a long unmeasurable journey. 

Dare. Hah! 

Dwarf Drawn by wing'd horses thro' the untrack'dair. 

Beau, A pox upon thee for a little, black, lying, well- 
instructed rascal; but since it is the custom of the place, 
and my last night's fatigue requires it, I'll accept of the 
offer, and dispense with an hour or two of sleep, to fit 
me for better exercise when I wake again. 

[Sit8 down on a Chair to he undrest. 

Dare. Drawn by winged horses through the air, 
said he ! if this should be true now, what would be- 
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come of us ! methought indeed the coach whewed it 
away a little faster than ordiuary. 

[While Beaugard is undressing, the Two 
Black Women dance. 

Beau, A very notable entertainment truly, and your 
little black ladyships have tript it most featly*. — 

[The Women advance towards him. 

What, and must you take charge of me now? — With 
all my heart. Daredevil, farewell to thee ; but that I 
am in hopes of a better, Fd invite thee for a bedfellow. 

[Women lead in Beaugard. 

Dare. Bedfellow, quoth-a ! would I were a-bed with 
any bedfellow that I was sure had but flesh and bones 
about him. 

Dwarf. Come, sir, you are my charge. 

Dare. I hope your little impship will be civil to me: 
pray, sir, what place is this? 

Dwarf. A crystal castle. 
Built by enchantment in a land unknown 
To any but the fair one that commands it ; 
The spirits of the air keep guard about it, 
And all obey her charms. 

Dare. Ob, Lord ! and what religion is the lady of] 

Dwarf, That's a secret, you'll know more hereafter. 

Dare, Lead on then: now in the lower world, whence 
I come lately, were this but known. 

How would the fate in ballad be lamented, 

Of Daradevil the Atheist that's enchanted! [Exeunt. 

• /Irof/f— fiimbly, neatly. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 
Enter Obatian <nu/ Theodoset. 

Grat, These are your men of honour now ! I never 
knew a blustering^ roaring, swashing spark, that, at 
the bottom, was good for any thing. 

Theod. YoMxfaus braves always put on a shew of 
more courage than ordinary; as your beggarly lialf- 
gentlemen always wear tawdry finer cloatbs than their 
fortune will afford 'em. 

Grat, But to lie concealed in private in the house 
with her ! 

Theod, Dam' her, she's a prostitute ; has given her- 
self already to his arms. 

Grat. Yet, I'll warrant you, she has an excuse for 
that too, if it be so ; as, alas ! you know, woman is but 
a weak vessel. 

Theod, A pox o'tlie weakness of her vessel ! Dam' 
her ! would mv sword were in her throat ! but will our 
friends be nady 1 

Grat. Most punctually. It was an odd old fellow that 
which we met with. Was he certainly Beaugard's 
father? 

Theod, Nobody can swear that, for his mother was 
a woman ; but that merry, conceited old gentleman has 
the honour of it: he has the title, but whose was the 
property, that I dare not determine. 

Grat. I hope he'll be as good as hb word with us. 

Theod. It will not be anto if it prove so. See here 
he comes too. 

Enter Y^Xhti and Fourbine. 

" Fath. Vou lie, you dog; yon Scanderbeg-variet, you 
lie. Do not I know that he sat up. all night with a 
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consort of wlioremasters and Itarlots; and have yon the 
impudence to tell me he is not at home? Do not I 
know, you villain,^ that, after a debauch, he will out- 
snore a Fleet-street constable and all his watch, for six 
hours ; and dare you tell me he is not at home, you 
caterpillar! 

Four, Upon the word of a true valet-de-chambre, 
sir, I deal suicerely and honestly with you. 

Fa^k. No more to be said : but, sirrah, do you take 
notice ill his behalf, and tell him, he shall pay for this ; 
pay foir it, do you hear, you mongrel ? Fob me off 
with ten stinking guineas, when I hsA lost a hundred ! 
fiends and furies, Y\\ not bear it. Good-morrow, my 
little thunderbolts ! What say you, my tiny brace of 
blunderbusses? can I be serviceable? shall we about the 
business while it is practicable ? Hah ? — 

Theod. Have you considered of it thoroughly, sir? 

Fath. Trouble thy head no farther; Fll do't, my 
darling. 

Theod. Have you considered, sir, that she is your 
son's mistress? 

Fath. So much the better still ; Fll swinge her the 
stoutlier, for alienating his affections from his natural 
father. 

Gtai. JBiit suppose yon should meet him too there in 
her defenec, sir? 

Fathf Still better and; better, and better for that very 
rfeasob'i for I would swinge him too with much ^therly 
discipline, and teach him the duty which a son, with a 
great deal of money, owe» an honest old daddy that 
has none. 

Theod, Very piously resolved, this ; thaf s the truth 
iont. But «ir, I would have yon satisfied into the bar- 
gain, that this will be no trifling matter. No boys' play, 
old Tilbury. 

Fath. Boys' play, sir? Sir, I can fight, sir; though 
I am an old fellow, I have a fox by my side here, that 
will snart upon occasion. BoyaT play! I don't under« 
staiid your boys' phiy, sir — 
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Theod. I would not have you take my plainness ill, 
sir : I only hinted it, to deal with you according to an 
old.iasbion of sincerity which I profess, sir; I hope 
'yon are not offended at it. 

Fath, Then, to rectify all mistakes, let us fairly hatre 
a breakfast, hoc momento. I have a sort of gnawing 
courage, that wlien it is provoked, always gives me a 
stomach to a savoury bit, and a cheerful bottle. I hate 
to be run througti the guts, wi^ nothing in 'em to keep 
the wind out. 

Grat, Very well proposed, I think; for we have 
more friends to meet us at a tavern hard by here, where 
we intend to wish our entetprise well in a bonny bottle 
or two, and then about it as cheerfully as we can. 

Fath. Very well said, that : this is a pretty fellow, Til 
warrant him. Now, if my rebel be run dirougfa the 
midriff in this business, I am the next heir at law, and 
the two thousand* pounds a-year is my own, declare. 
Come alqng, my little spit-fires. 

Nous allons, 

Braves frippons, 

SaQS sf 4vuir oil nous alions. 

Six bumpers in a band to him that drills the first whore- 
master through the small guts. 

Grat. We'll pledge it heartily, sir. 

Fath, You are both my honest boys, my best chil- 
dren : march along then bravely and boldly. — I must 
borrow money of these fellows before I part with 'em. 
NousoiUma, bratea frqtpans^ [Exeunt. 

Enter CouRTiNE. 

Cour. Oh the unconscionable impbrtunity of an un- 
savoury, phlegmatic, cold, msipid wife ! By this good 
day, she has kissed me till I am downright sick; I have 
had so much of her, that I shall have no stomach to 
the sex again this fortnight. 
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Enter Sylvia. 



Sjflv. My dearest, pray my dearest, don't thus leaiw 
me : by this kind kiss I beg iU 

Cow. Ob» the devil ! 

Sylv. Look kindly on me ; speak to me — 

Cour. Plague intolerable ! — 

S^h. Indeed, my dear, I love you with such fond- 
ness ! Pray speak. 

Cour, I canuot.^ 

Siflv. Why? an't you well? 

Caur. Oh, there's a sudden faintness comes o'er my 
spirits ! Oh, I'm very sick ! Leave me, if thou lov'st 
me, stand off and give me air ; I die else. Oh ! — 

Sylv. ril kiss thee then to life again. 

Caur. Stand off, I say; I'll not be stifled ! Murder ! 
help! murder! help! 

Siflv, Ill-natured tyrant I 

Caur. Good-natured devil ! Kiss, i' th' devil's name ! — 

Sylv. Come near me, husband. 

dour. Come not near me, wife. How am I tortured ! — 

Sylv. You must be kind; indeed, my dear, vou 
must. 

Cour. Indeed, my dear, by your good leave, I sha'not 
— Damnation! 

Sylv, You long to be rid of me again. 

Cour» That 1 do most mightily; bnt how to bring it 
about, if I know, I am a rdscal [Aside.] — Oh ! oh ! 

Sylv. What's the matter, dearee ? 

Caur. Oh, I am sick again of the sudden ! Give me 
the chair there: oh! my heart beats, and my head swuus! 
Oh! oh! 

Sylv, Alas, I fear you're very sick indeed ! if my 
poor lovee should die, what would become of uie ! 

Cour, A plague o'your whining ! Would I were well 
out of the house once 1 [Aside. 

Sylv, Shall I fetch thee some cordial, my dearest 
love, my joy? • l^peak tome; shall I? — 
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Ccwr. Ay, if thou wilt, my jewel. [Exit Sylvia.] — 
Jewel quoth-al— what a plague's thb: hush, is she gone \ 
—Now for a convenient balcony to venture the break* 
ing of a neck at. — 

Enter a Page. 

Page. Sir, sir, a word with you. 

Cow. With me, sweet-heart ] tliy business ? 

Page. A lady, sir, that dogged you hither this mom« 
ing— 

Cour. A lady ! — 

Page, Yes^ a lady, s:r» 

Cfmr^ Hist: get you in, you little monkey; skip, 
skulk, or you'll spoil all else. [Exit Page.] — Here's the 
blessed comfort of a wife again, now.—Oh! oh! 

Enter Sylvia. 

Syh. How is't, my blessing ? Here, take this : hea« 
Ten guard thee ! 

Cour. From thy confounded troublesome company, if 
it be possible. [Aside.'] [Drinkem 

Sylv. How is't, my dearee? 

Cour. If I had a little more on't, dearee* 

Sylv. I'll see what's left, my joy. 

Cour. Do, pr'ythee do, my joy then. Joy ia the de- 
vil's name! [A8i4€.'\'-[Exit Sylvia.] — Hist, sirrah page, 
come hither. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Is your lady gone, sir? 
Cowr. Yes; but what news of the other lady, my 
trusty Mercuryl 

Page. She's now below, sir; and desires to see you. 
'Cwr. Is she younji handsome? 
Page. I can't tell that, sir; but she's rare aud fine. 
Cour. Are her cloaths rich \ 
Page. Oh, sir, all gold and silver; with a deep point 

VOL. III. M 
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thingum thangum over her shoulders; and then she 
smeUs as sweet as my lady's dressing-box. 

Cmtr, Fly, little sprite, and tell her, Fm impatient: 
tell her. Til wait on her within a moment: tell her — 

Page, But, sir — 

Cotir. Begone, begone, you knave, or you'll be caught 
else. Oh ! [Exit Page. 

Re-enter Sylvia. 

Sylv. Here's all thaf s left, my heart. 

Cour. I am sorry for it, it b very comfortable. 
[Drinks] Oh, oh, oh! 

Sylv, What ails my life 1 

Cour. Oh, I have a horrid tremor upon my heart ! 
'tis the old palpitation 1 used to be troubled with, re- 
turned again. Oh, if I were but — 

Si/lv, Where, love] 

Cour, Oh ! but in a condition to go abroad, there is 
an able fellow of my acquaintance, that always used to 
relieve me in this extremity. 

Sylv. Where does he live ? Fil take a coach myself, 
and go to him. 

Cour. The devil take me if I know. [Aside,] Oh! 
'tis a vast way off — Oh ! now it kills me again. 

&/lv, I shall not think it so, when it is my duty. 

(Jour, That's but too kind, my sweetest; though, if 
I bad but one bottle of hb elixir. — 

5^/1;. How is it called? 

Cour, Specimen vita, 

Sylv. Specimen vitte 7 

Cour, Ay, specimen vita : 'tis a damned hard name, 
but it is very good. 

Sylv. Where is't he lives then? Pr'ythee let me go 
thither. 

Cour. Ob, 'tb a horrid way otti besides, it would 
trouble me now, in thb condition, to be so long with- 
out thee. 

Sylv. Pr'ythee let me go. 



THE soldier's FORTUNE. 1^3 

Cowr. Why, 'tis as far as Grab-street, child, as 
Orab-street. 

Si/lv. Ill be back again iustatitly. 

Caur. I had rather, indieed, thou should'st go thyself, 
thaii send a messenger, because tlie business will be 
done more carefully. 

Sylv» How's the direction then 1 

Cour. In Grub-street, child, at the sign of the Sun 
and Phoenix, I think it is, there lives a chymist ; ask 
for him, and in my name desire a bottle of his specimen 
vita. Oh! 

S^lv, Specimen vita ! 

Caur, Ay, specimen vita.^^VW try in the mean 
time if I can walk about the room, and divert the 
terror of my fits. 

Sylv, Heavens bless my dearest dearee ! 

Caur. Thank you, my only joy. — Would in the 
devil's name she were gone once, and had her guts full 
of that quack's specimen vita. [Aside. 

Sj^lv. You'll be careful of yourself, child ? 

Caur. As careful as I can, child. 

Si/lo. Gudb'w'ye, Courtee. 

Caur. B'w'ye my Sylvee — Oh, oh ! [Exit Sylvia* 

Enter Page. 
Is she gone 1 
Page. Yes, sir. 
Cotir. Where's the lady? 
Page. Here; just entering up the back-stairs.. 

Lady appears at the Daar. 

Caur. Madam, this honour done your worthless 
servant — 

Re-enter Sylvia. 

Sjflv. Oh, my dear heart, I had forgot my wages. 
Pray, Courtee, kiss me before I go. 

Caur. Confound her, come agam ! [Asiik.] Oh, my 
love ! I have made hard shift to crawl to the door here» 
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Sylv. Who's that behind you T 

Cour. Nothing but a page, come to know if 1 
wanted any thing. A plague of her hawk's eyes! — 

[Jlnde. 

Svlv, Gild b'w'ye, my dearest love. 

Cour. Gud bVye, my joy. 

Sylv. Nay, give me another. BVye, Courtee. 

Cour. BVye, Sjlvee — So, is she guiie again} — ^The 
devil take me, if thou iiiterruptest me any more. 

[Locks the door after her. 

Jlaler Lady. 

Ladi/. Is tliat your lady, air? 

Cour. Yes ; but I hope you'll not think the worie of 



Lady. Can you be so kind, sir, not to forget me? 
Do you remember me still, captain? 

Cour. Keitieniber ihee, chiltl ! Is it possible for that 
face to be ever blotted out of my memory 1 — Though, 
the devil eat me, if ever I saw it before, to the best of 
my knowledge. [Atide. 

Lady. Where is your lady gone, sir? 

Cow-. To Grub-street, jewel, for some specimen vita. 

Lady. Specimen vita, sir I Oh dear, what's that I 

Cour. Oh, come but quietly into the next room, and 
I will shew thee what specimen vila is presently. 

Lady. You may, perhaps, thmk strange of this free- 
dom I take with you, air. 

Cour. Not in the least, child ; it shews thy genero- 
sity. — ] love her now. for understanding her hiisiness, 
and coming close to the matter quickly. [Aeidt. 

Lady. But, sir, presutuing on your quondam fn- 
vours to me, 1 am come to beg your advice in a mat- 
ter of law, which I am at present involved in: and if 
you please — 

Cour. To retire a little in private ! — Oh, Ihou coiild'st 
fM>t have ^cked out eucb aaotber man for thy purpose : 
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I an, may be, the best Inwyer in the world for cham- 
ber-practice. And if 1 du uot find out the merits of 
thy cause as soon as— 

Lady. Really, you are so good nalured — 
Ctntr. Grub-street, and specimen vitse, quoUt-a! he 
that has the palpitation of the heart, and an armful of 
this won't cure him, let him die upon a dunghill, and 
be buried in a ditch, 1 say, — This i& the rarest advea- 
tufe! [£je«nl Courtine and the Lady. 

The SCENE changes to a Bed-cAamber. 

Beaugard, as dreanng himtdf, andDwMit, 

Beau. Heighol heigho! Boy, imp, where art thau I 
Dwarf. Here: your pleasure! What's yoar plea- 

Beau. What is't o 'clock, boyi 

Dwarf. Sir, in your world, by computation, 1 guest 
it may be aftamoon. 

Beau. A very pretty little rascal, this; and a very 
extraordinary way of proceeding. 1 am treated withal 
here : I have been a-bed, 'tis true, but the devil a wink 
of sound rest came near my senses all ihe while; but 
broken slumbers, dreams, starts, anr) sprawling from 
one side to the other, in ho)>es the fair unknown that 
kecfis this caslle might have been so good-natured to 
have given a stranger a visit. Thb can be no less than 
some romantic design of the little fairy, that threatened 
she would cheat the widow of me: now will I, forunce, 
if she does attempt nie, put on that monstrous virtue, 
called self-denial, and be damnably constant. — What, 
music again! This is a merry region, I'll say that for 
it, whereverit be. Boy! 

Dwarf. Did you call, sirT 

£effH. My clothes, monster; my vestments : I hate a 
dishabille mortally: I long to be rigged, that I may 
be fit for action, it occasiou should present itself. 

[Dwarf drtiia hiwu 
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A SONG. 

I. 

Welcome mortal to this place. 

Where smiling fate did send thee: 
Snatch thy happy minutes a^ they pass : 

Who knows now few attend thee ! 

n. 

• 

Floods of joy about thee roll. 
And flow m endless measure. 
/Dip thy wishes deep, and fill thy soul 
with draughts oi ev*ry pleasure. 

III. 

Feast tliy heart with love's desire^ 

Thy eyes with beauty's charms : 
With ima^iations fan the fire. 

Then stifle it in thy arms. 

IV. 

For, since life's a.slipp'ry guest, 

Whose flight can't be prevented; 
Treat it, whilst it stays here, with the best. 

And ihen 'cwiU go contented. 

V. 

Come you that attend on our goddess's will. 

And sprinkle, the ground 

With perfumes around; 
Shew him your duty, and shew us your skill. 

{Inter Four Black Women, that dance to the same 
Measure of the Song, and sprinkle Sweets. 

Circle him with charms. 
And raise in bis heart 
Such alarms, 
As Cupid ne'er wrought by the pow'r of his dart. 

They dance round him. 

Fill all his veins with a tender desire. 
And then shew a beauty to set 'em a-fire : 
Till kind pantins breasts to his wonnd she apply, 
Thea on those white pillowa of love let him die. 

[Ihe Dance ends,, 
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Beau. Faith, and with all my heart ; for I am weary 
of the lingering disease, and long to taste my niortalily 
most mightily. Hah ! a banquet too, ushered in by a 
couple of Cupids! [Two Cupids run in a table fumMed.} 
Pretty innocent contrivance ! well, here's no fear of starv- 
ing, that's one comfort. Now, my dear musicians, 
would ye be but as good as your word, and shew me 
the beauty you have so prepared nie for! — But then, 
my widow! my dear, generous, noble-hearted widow! 
She that loves liberty as I do : she that defies matri- 
mony as I do too. Shall I turn recreant, and be false 
to her? Ah Daredevil, Daredevil! How I want thee to 
help me out in this case of conscience a little! 

Enter Daredevil. 

jyare. Beaugard, where art thou 1 

Beau. Ah, dear damnation! I was just now heartily 
wishing for thee. 

Dare. Such newsl such tidings! such a discovery ! 

Beau. Hah ! what's the matter, man?— - 

Dare. Only six and fifty virgins a-piece for us, that's 
all; pretty little blushing opening buds, you rogue, that 
never had so much as a blast of masculine breath upon 
them yet. — ^What's here ? a banquet ready ? Nay then 
I am satisfied. Never were heroes so enchanted as we 
are. 

Beau. But where are the virgins. Daredevil ? the 
virgms! 

I^are. There's only one of 'em, child; only one! — 
but such a one, my soldier — 

Bemt. Is there but one then? 

Dare. That's no matter, man ; 111 be contented till 
thou hast done with her: I hate a new conveniency that 
was never practised upon ; 'tis like a new shoe, that was 
never worn, wrings and hurts one's foot basely and 
scurvily. I love my ease, I — 

Beau. But is she very lovely? 

Dare. Such a swinger, you dog! shell make thy 
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the sight of ber ; witb 



beart bound like a lennis-bBll i 
a inajestic stately shape aud mo 

Bmb. Well. 

Dare. A lovely, angelical, commanding face. 

Beau. By heavens! 

Dare. Wilh two triumphant, rolling, niurderiiigeyes, 
that sweur at you every time you look upon lier- 

Jteau. Stand off, s-tand 00) 1 saj; she's mine this 
minute. Bnt then again, my widow! — 



Enter a Lady masked. 

Hab! — Masked too! When the devil shall I see a 
woman wJih ber own natural face again? Madam — 

Lady. Be pleased, sir, to repose yourself a liltle ; 

there is a small account, air, to be adjusted betuixlyou 

and I. Where are my servanlsl Who is it wails there ? 

[Several men vizarded, and armed, appear at 

the Doors. 

Beau. What the devil can be the meaning of this 
nowl I am not to be murdered, I hope, after all this 
ceremony and preparation. 

Dare. Murdered, in the devil's uame! Here is great 
fear of being murdered, truly. 

Ladif. Come, sir, sit down, sir. 

Beau. Madam, I'll obey you. 

Ladi/. I doubt not, sir, but since vour coming 

You're much surpris'd, and wonder at your treat- 
ment. 

Dare. So now the fardle's opened, we shall see what 
is in it. [Aside. 

Beau. Madam, 't has been so very highly generous — 

Ladi/. That you're prefiar'cl with compliments to pay 
me for*!. 
But, sir, audi coin's adulterate and base: 
I must have honest dealing from your heurt. 

Dare. Swear to her, iwear to ber a little, man ; pour 
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out a bushel of oalhs upon her iustantly : swear, >wear, 
if thou will do any good tipou b«r. 

Lady, I know my rival. 

Beau. Ay, 'tis »o, juat u>, just as I tbouglit; tny 
poor tvidow will run a damnable hazard of losing Ibis 
sweet person of mine, if I do not take abuudauce of 
care in the business. Here are rogues on eacli hand, 
with blunderbusies too: I shall be tavisbed. [A$idt, 

Lady. She, by her arts. 
And the good fortune to have first attempted it, 
1 know, 's posscss'd already of your heart. 
Bui know too, I'm a woman louth refusal. 
Scornful refusal — 

Dare. Swearlo ber, I tell thee: that ever a fellow 
tbould lose all this time for an iusignilicant oath or two 1 

Lady. Or, if my fortune, 
Wbicti is not despicable, prove too weak 
An argnnieut to tell you 1 deserve yon; 
Yet I have this (o boast, I ne'er conceBl'd myself. 
Either for shame or ends ; but rather chuie 
To run the risk of being denied your love. 
Than win it by baste artifice and practices. 
What think you, uri— 

Beau. Hahl 
That, madam, I'm most miserable, unless — 

Ijidy. Vour widow Porcia, %\x, your widow — 

Beau. Madatn, 1 must confess — 

Lady. Wei). 

Beau. That I love her and will for ever. — 

Lady. Deatli ! Do you confess it too ? 
See you not here yourself within my power. 
And dare you still confess you love that creature ? 
Thus far I've kept niy word, I'vecross'd ber Stratagems; 
You're here my pris'uer, and by what is past. 
You ought to think me capable of more. 

Dare. If this fellow would but swear a little, all 
this might be rectified. Madam, to my own know- 
ledge— 

Beau. Fool, stand off. 
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I'm sensible that you're the loveliest creature 
My eyes e'er gaz'd on ; but— 

Lady. ButwhatI— 

Beau. I'm sure 
You'd yourself scorn, nor thiok nie worth your Iieart, 
Could 1 be faithless, could I be uncouslant. 
Pity me, fair one; yet methinks this hand — 

Lady. Should send -i. dngger to thy ungrateful heart. 
By hcav'n, I'll never bear it — 

Beau. Madam! 

Dare. Madam, 
Could you but tlirow some favour on your servant. 

Lady. By all the fury in a woman's heart, 
I'll be reveng'd on bis. Make ready, slaves. 
To do your office — 

Dare. Madam — 

Beau. Look you, madam, your ladyship may do 
your pleasure; you may command half a dozen of bul- 
lets through my pericranium, if you have a mind to 
have jour beauty spoke well of by the critics of 
Holborn, that once a month swarm at their windows to 
spy handsome faces : upon that consideration you may 
murder a poor constant monster if you please, madam. 

Lady. Still am 1 scorn 'd then ] 

Beau. Would you kill me barb'rously 1 
Sure those sweet eyes could not see such a sight. 

Lady. No, take your life, and witli't this satirfaction ; 
Porcia scorns you, as much as you do me : 
Auri, till tbou suest upon thy humble knees 
To me for pity, Porcia sliaU despise thee. 

Beau. IVIadam, I sweat — 

Lady. No more. 

Beau. By all those beauties — 

Lady. Begone, for ever fly thb— ab ! [Sguea/u. 

Enter Courtine. 

Cour, Death! damnation! devib! bow came 1 . 
hither? BeaugardI 
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Beau. Friend CouEtine! speak, man: whaffl tht 
jnatter ? 

Caur. Danmaiioo ! jilted, choused, betra^^ed — 

Enter a Woman. 

Warn. A midwife ; run for a midwife, nm for some 
<good woman. — Oh, madam, an accident. 

Beau. A midwife ! 

Lady. Heavens ! a midwife ! [Exit. 

iJour. Yes, friend, a midwife. I am sweetly ma- 
;iiaged, I — I thought I had been in private here, in this 
house, with a civil person of good reputation, and it 
proves a damned trepanning strumpet. Just in the 
ndiddle of all our good understanding together, she 
fetches a gr^ at shriek, and roars out for a midwife : 
the drab is full gone with basUird, and swears I am the 
fatlier of it. 

Beau. A very great happiness, take my word ibr^t, 
friend: children bring a great honour with them, Gour- 
tine. It may grow up to be a comfort to thee in thy 
old age, man. 

Dare. Oh,yourolive-bninches are unspeakable bless* 
ings, the gift of heaven. I love to see posterity go for- 
ward, and families encrease, with all my heart. 

Caur. Let me be hanged and quartered, gentlemen^ 
if ever I set eyes on the harlot in my life before. My 
sweet wife, with a pox to her, brought me hither. 

Beau. Why, is thy wife in London? 

C^ur. Yes, hell confound her! she has hunted me 
full cry up to town : seized upon me this morning, and 
brought me hitlier, where it seems she lay all the last 
night. 

Dare. Why tlien, for aught I know, we may be still 
enchanted. 

Beau. I am glad to hear tfant, with all my heart. l§ 
she in the house) 

.Cour. No ; I was forced to counterfeit skkness* till 
I was e'en sick indeed, to get rid oif her, upooiyretcace . 
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of going to my physician, in the devil's name ; that this 
confounded bulker, with ber guts full of bastard, and 
I, might console together for half an hour ! and I am 
sweetly fitted with a concubine, that's the truth on't. 

Beatt. This comes of your whoring, Courtjne ; if you 
had k<;pt me compaoy, and lived virtuously, none of 
this had happened to you now. But you must be wan- 
dering: no reasonable iniquity will serve your turn. 

Enter Lady. 

Lady. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I'll swear, captain Cour- 
tine, you are the happiest gentleman ! Yonder's the 
finest chopping boy for you — why, il will be able to 
carry a musket in your company within this fortnight. 
And then, 1 am so obliged to you for bringing the lady 
to lie-in at my house, that if your wife .will do me the 
honour, I'll take it for a favour to stand for godmother 
with her, 

Cour. And, madam, to return your compliment, I 
wish, with all my heart, you were pregnant with a Utter 
of nine such chopping boys, upon condition that I were 
bound to be godfather to the whole kennel. — Confound 
your being witty, with a plague to you ! \_A»ide. 

lieaa. That's something coarse though, friend, to a 
lady that's so civil to you. 

Enter several Maida of the Family, one with the Child. 

1 Maid. See, Jenny, yon's the man ; thai, that's the 
father. 

2 Maid. I'll swear it is a proper person. 

3 Maid. Oh, sir, heavens ble«s you, you're the hap- 
piest man ! Here is my young master, as like you as if 
you had bore it yourself. 

1 Maid. What a pretty little uose il lias ! 

2 Maid. And just it's father's eyes for all the world. 
1 Maid. It would never grieve a body to have a cbild 

by such a haudsome gentleman. 
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Cour. Ye whores I ye drabs! ye fulsome, stinking 
whores I Chisters of poxes on ye, and no hospitals pity 
ye ! — Confound ye, leave me. 

Beau. Fy upon it, Courtine; fy for shame; give 
something to the nurse, man: that's but civil. 

Enter Sylvia. 

Sylv. A bastard ! Death, a bastard I under my nose 
too ! Where's the vile hateful monster ? .-rf^TB\ 

Beau. Have patience, lady. — ^^'^S^ 

Sj/lv. False, loathsome traitor I rf;s'"^^'^l 

Cour. Now my joy's completed. v'^'^iv*'^-^/ 

Sylv. Let me come at him, let me go — ^^ ^^Tj^ 

Cour. Hold her fast, friend, if thou lovest me. 
Sylv. Thou devil ! — ^Thou treacherous, faithless, per- 
jured wretch ! Thou husband ! Look in my face. 
Cour. Well— 

Sj^lv. Did I e'er deserve this? 
Degenerate brute ! thou, only in falshood, man ! 
Thou rampant goat abroad, and drone at home. 

Cour, Like a dog with a bottle, Sfc.^ [Singi* 

Si/lv. Thou perfect yoke-fellow ! thou heavy ox. 
That want'st a goad to make thee know thy strength I 
Death, fiends, and torments! I could dig those eyes out 
I'll bear't no longer. Bedlam ! Bedlam ! Bedlam ! 

[Courtine sings, and dances a Jig. 

* This song was written by Thomas Flatman, and is remark- 
able for an anecdote related by Wood concerning it. ** This pei^ 
son (whose father, a clerk in tne chancery, was then living in the 
eightieth year of his age, or more) was, in his younger days, 
much against marriage, to the dislike of his said father, and made 
a song describing the cumbrances of it, beginning thus : 

< Like a dog with a bottle ty*d close to his tail. 
Like a tory in a bog, or a thief in a jayle,** &c. 

But being afterwards smitten with a fair virgin, and more with, 
her fortune, did espouse her, 26th Nov. 1672 ; whereupon his 
ingenious comrades did serenade him that night, while he was in 
the embraces of his mistress, with the said song." 

MifHt 0x911. voL ii. coL 826. 
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No more ! I'll stay do more to be ]ii3 triumpli. 

Be wam'd by me, j/e virgins iliat are blest 

Willi your first native freedom ; let no oatlis 

Of perjur*!! mnakind woo ye to your ruin. 

But when a creeping, fawning, weeping crocodile 

MoHiu at your feet, remember then my fall : 

And when for pity most his tears implore. 

Like rae, your virtue to your hearts recall ; 

Resolve to scorn, and never see bim more. C^^'* 

Cour. With all my heart, tlinu dear, dear wife and 
plague. 

Beau, Metbinks a very pitiful case this, madam. 

Lady. If your widow were but here, sir, now, she 
miglit fairly sec what she is like to trust to. 

[//ere the sham Scene. 

Enter a Woman and Daredevil. 

Worn. Oh, madam! madam! what will become of 
us all? 

Ladi/. Become of us, woman! Fr'ythee, what's the 
inatteri are we in any danger t 

Dare. Only your brotlier-tn-Iaw, madam, and his 
friend, with about a dozen armed men more, madam ; 
tliat's all the matter, madam. 

Lady. My brother-in-law? 

Dare. Yes, your brother-in-law, lady, if your name 
be Porcia : such a one tliey ask for. 

Beau. Porcia! 

Cour. Yes, Porcia: 1 could have told you she was 
Porcia before. 

Par. Tis but too true, sir; my unhappy name is 



Pore 

Beau. Porcia, my wid 
What an ill-natur'd trick 

Por. Tho', sir, you c. 
If now you think it worth your least regard, 
Protect me ; for I dread my brother's ' 
£v'n worse than matrimony. Here, si 
Up your's for ever. 



my dear lovely wido\ 
this concealment ! 
face before. 
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Bam* And shall I claim theet 

Por, From this hour, for ever. 

Beau. And, by this happy hour. Til keep thee mine 
then. 
Secure tliyself in the next private closet : 
Peace to thy heart, poor widow. [Exit Porcia^ ■ 

Give us but arms ! — 

Dare. Those I've provided for you. 
I found our swords in a certain private comer that shall 
be nameless, where I was proposing some civil familiari- 
ties to the lady governess of the family, just as the blus* 
terers entered. 

Beau. Are they in the honse, then 1 

Dare. Yes, and have bound the servants too; the 
hungry rogues were all surprized at dinner ; you'll hear 
more of them presently, Fll warrant you. 

Cour, Stand to your arms, Beaugard; the enemy's 
upon us. 

Dare. We have had a succession of very pretty ad- 
ventures here ; first we are enchanted, tlien we are fid- 
dled to sleep, then we are fiddled up again ; then here's 
a discovery ot* a very fair lady, followed by another, of 
a bouncing brown bastard ; and when we might have 
thought all fortuue's tricks bad been over, we are in a 
very fair way at last of having our throats cut. But I'll 
secure one life, that shall be my care — [Is stealing qff^. 

Beau. Dog, stay and fight, or, by heaven. 111 rip 
your heart out. 

Dare. Well then, if I must fight, I must: What a 
pox, I have two good seconds o' my side ; and that has 
saved many a coward's credit before now. [Noise mikin* 

Theod. [withini Break open the door there, force 
the passage ; down with it. 

Enter Thbodoret, Geatian and Father. 

Beau. Well, gentlemen, whatfardier? Whatneans 
this violence here? 

Tl^eod. I hope, sir, that's no secret, when you sec 
who we are. 
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Fatk. We come, sir, to detnuud a lady, ur; one 

Beau, How's tLat, my fiitber! 

Fath. Father me no fatbers: I am none of thy fatlier, 
fellow; but lam these gentlemen's friend hete. — Now, 
Atheist, will I murder tliee. 

Dare. Oh lawil ! 

Fath. Jack, Jack, Jack! come liither Jack t a word 
with Ihee, Jack: give nie a hundred pieces now, and 
I'll be o' thy side. Jack ; and help thee to beat otf tliese 
impudent fellows. Gentlemen, 1 cannot but own to 
you that this is my wo. — 

Beau. Sir, were you nicked to your shirt, I would 
not part with a single shilling, sir. 

Fath. Though, if he were my sou ten thousand tinies, 
in such a cause as your's, I'd draw my sword against 
him. \Draws. 

Beau. You may rcmeruher, gentlemen, a challenge — 

Grat. Which you forgot, air. 

Cmir. Hahl a challenge, BeangardT 

Beau. I'll tell thee more hereafter. To shew you I 
ha' not forgot it, the lady you thus persecute is now 
under my protection, and with mj sword I'll keep her 
so. [Drawa. 

Cow. If we don't, may my wife gettlie bcttcrof me, 
and wear mine for a bodkin. 

TJieod. Come on then, sir. 

Bean. For the lady. 

Grat. For uy honour. 

Cour. And for my friend, sir. 

Dare. Old Brimstone-heard, have at tliee. 

[F^ght. The rest o/Theodoret's Party falh in. 
I Cour. Sase traitors I odds I 

^eau. Coufound 'em, thrust. 

[Beaugard and Courtine driven off. 

Dare. Oh, I am slain! my maw runs out: what 
will become of me! Oh I [Gratianancf Daredevil /a//. 



THB soldier's FOKTUNE. 177 



Enter Theodoret. 

Tkeod. Secure that passage now: How fares mj 

friend 1 

Grat. I'm wounded : send for a chirurgeon quickly, 
for I bleed much. 

Theod. Look to your master, sirrah; and you» fel- 
low, be careful of this beast here. 

Dare. Oh, a parson! a parson! dear sir, a parson! 
some pious good divine, if you have any charity, 

£it^er Fathet with PoRClA. 

Fath» Here, here she is; I ha' got her for you ; let 
me alone for ferretting a female's quarters out. 

Theod, I'd have you, sir, take care for your security : 
there's mischief done, sir. 

Fath, The more mischief the better; thou shalt find, 
me no fiincher, boy : here, here ; make sure of her. 

Por. Inhuman tyrant! why anrl abused thus.? Help! 
murder! help! 

Tkeod. None of your tricks; no cries, no shrieks for 
succour. 
By hell, here's that shall silence you for ever. 
Thou woman ! thou young, itching, wanton devil! 
Fly to base cells of lust ! give up thy virtue. 
Disgrace thy name, and triumph ev'n in infamy! 
On what a tott'ring point his honour stands. 
That trusts the treasure in such lavish handsl [Eaonad* 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

'Enter LucrbtiA in Man'i Cloatkt, and Chloris. 

Ltic. From thu gay minute farewell love and doat- 
Ling: 1 liavc shook llie lazy, stretching, wishing folly 
Imt of ray blood, udiI now iny wandering iKurt is at 
Pliome ugaiu. Let nie see ; I have a huudred and a 
liUDdre<l times wished myself a man ; and dow, in out- 
ward appearance, I am a very fellow; nay, a very 
pretty fellow: for metliinka foppery, inii>ertinence, 
■elf-conceit, and otlicr masculme qualities grow upon 
mc strBiigely,— Ola, mischief, uiitirlnef, mischief! thou 
aft a very sweet employment: — But opporlunily ! be- 
witching, lovely, onmipoleiit opportunity! How shall 
I come at thee ?— Chlorb ! 
Chlo. Madam. 
J.nc. Give me my sword. 

Vhlo. Here, madapi : bless us I what will your lady- 

Lihip do with yourself in this equipage 1 

■ Luc. Ludysliip, hussy 1 Take notice, frojr) this impor- 

|laut moment 1 am i>o more your mistress ; but that 

mperial creature, your master: and therefore know loo, 

vill have my feminine habiliments burnt instantly, 

and an operator sent for to make me a beard grow. I 

will learn to ride, fence, vault, and make fortiticatioui 

indkt-pies: nay, if t|je humour hold, I'll go volunteer 

inlo Germany against the Turk. 

Chlo. But wliat will be the end of all ihis, madam? 
Lite. Why, if I go inlo the war, i shall have the 
privilege, when t return home, to talk of marches, 
battles and sieges, which I never was at, nor under- 
Bland any more than the fools 1 tell my story lo. If 
I slay at home, with the privilege of good cloaths, 
pertness, and much simplicity, will I set up for a spark, 
\lto\\ familiar at Whitehall, and impudent with Mime 
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great man there oranotfaer ; run in debt mih a high hand, 
be terrible in eating-houses, and noisy all over the town. 

Chio. A very hopeful resolution. 

Luc. As thus: when I and another spaHk meet;- 
dam' me. Jack, says I, what times are there stirring ! 
What ready to be had ? What caravans have you met 
with, or what loose lately managed I You rogue, you 
look very high upon the huckle. 

Chh, Well, madam ; but what will all this gibberish 
signify? 

Luc. Signify, you fool ! why what it signifiestilready ; 
wit, courage, martial discipline, interest at court, pre- 
tence to preferment, free quarters in my lodgings, and 
tree booty in e^ery cuckold's shop, who shall trust roe . 
against his palpable knowledge, that I am not worth 
a groat ; and never have the impudence to hope to be 
paid. 

Chlo. And must your honour have a mistress too? 

Luc. Yes, hussy, and you shall be serviceable to rac 
in the matter : Til have a doxy this very night ; I have 
singled her out already ; Courtine's wife, that jealous, 
raging, insatiable heJp-roeet of the captain's, shall be 
iny Duicinea del Tobotso. She's in love with rac already, 
that's my comfort: as 1 passed through the hall just 
now, she coming into the house to pay a visit to the 
widow Porcia (who, by the way, is as wicked asmyself, 
and my great counsellor in this noble project), we met: 
I, you must know, bowed very respectfully ; she, tak- 
ing me for a stranger, curtsied as low; and viewing me' 
strictly, leered at me, as if that minute she took aim at ' 
my heart, and designed me for her quarry. 

Chlo. But, madam, she knows, and must discover you* 

Luc. Thou art a fool : she never saw me till yester* 
day in her Hfe-time, then too disguised : so that if I do 
not practise on her frailty, and by that means find a 
way to revenge myself on that vizard-monger Beaugard, 
may I be condenuied to wear breeches as long as 1 live, 
and never know more than the present use £ make of 
them. 

Chlo. Hist, madam, she's returning. 

K 2 
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Enter Sylvia. 

Luc. Hush tlien : now tny cause b coming on, and 
Lave at her. 

Sglv. Sweet'lienrt, pray oblige me so far to shew me 
Ihe way to the garJeus ; 1 come to pay a visit to iiia- 
dain Porcia, aitd am ijiformeii site's gone there for the 
air. — A very haiiHsoine youth — [Asidt. 

Chlo. Madam, this youug geullcman here is come 
hither on the same kind errand with your ladyship, and 
waits till her return. 

Lmc. But, uiadani, tLe good fortune of seeing you, 
is a happiness would recompense the being diiiij>- 
poiuted of all the conversation of your sex besides. 

Syh. Indeed, sir! 

Luc. Yes, indeed, madam. 

Sylv. Are you a relation to this family, Mr? 

Luc. Madam, tlie greatest advantage I hope from 
ihe family is, henceforth to have oflener the honour of 
kissing your fair hands here: it a an opporlunily I 
should make no uiigcntlemaDly use of. 

Sylv. OppoTlunity, elr ! 

Luc. Yes, opportunity, madam: I am not ashamed 
to mention so honest a friend as opportunity, to one 
that, by Iier years and beauty, should not, methinks, 
be a mortal foe lo opportunity. 

Sgh: Do you know me, sir ? 

Luc. Why, madam; do 1 treat you like a stranger! 
Know you ! By this good hour, there has not been a day 
or night since I first saw you, that I have thought or 
dreamt of any thing else. Are nnt you the wife of a 
certain swaggering 'squire about this town, who calls 
himself captain Courtin«? 

Syh. \ts, sir ; such a friend in a corner 1 have, sir; 
and what liave you to say to him, sir t — I'll swear, a 
very handsome youth si ill — \Ande. 

Z.UC. What, madam! what I have to say to you, rs- 
tlier than lose you, I »ould say to bimi which is that 
1 likeynu, love you, languish for you; and would with 
all my heart, blood, spirit, and flesh, 1 
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Sylv. I'll swear, sir, I am mightily obliged to you, 
"and so is Mr. Courtine. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Luc. Mr. Courtine ! Take notice, madam, I receive 
that expression as kindly as if you had called him what 
I wish him : for, pretty one, if my intelligence be true^ 
he lives with your ladyship as much like Mr. Courtine, 
as much like a gentleman — 

Sylv. Sir! 

Luc. Madam! 

Sylv. Oh Gaud I he's very handsome. [Aside. 

Luc. Shall we walk in these gardens anon, for I have 
the privilege of a key that opens into the fields? The 
BMion shines too. 

Sylv. Between ten and eleven does the moon shine? 

Luc. As bright as any thing but yourself. 

Sylv. But you'll tell, young gentleman. 

Luc. Only you how I love you. 

^Iv. Eleven's a late hour. 

Luc. Not too late. 

Syh. Indeed! 

Luc. Take this, and^y wordfor it. [KUseiher. 

Sylv. Fy, how you use me, when you mean to for- 
get me! 

Luc. Hush, no more; company's coming. Eleven? 

Sylv. Ten, if you are kind enough. 

fMC. Well said, my chaste sex. [Aside. 

Enter PORCIA. 

Por. Oh, cousin, art thou come? Thou art the 
welcpmest creature on the earth ; I have expected thee 
almost to despair for these three hours. Oh, sir, youc 
servant. 

Luc. I am here, madam, in order to your commands. 

Sylv. Her commands! 

Per. Oh, cousin, the prettiest best-natured yonth! 
He is something related to us a great way off; and by 
lj|iat means has the privilege of visiting, without ofienice 
to my jealous brother-iurlaw, and tyrannical guardian. 
Have you contrived that business ? 
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Xuc. Madam, it is done. 

5^/r. Business! What business, cousin t 

Por, Lord, cousin, \ou seem concerned at it. 1*^11 
tell thee: seeing myself here confined to tlie rules aii4 
limits of a very prison, I have resolved to put as good a 
ilkot upon the matter as it will bear, and make my mi^ 
fortune as easy as I can. Wherefore, for a little prcr 
sent diversion, I have contrived a letter in an unknown 
name, by this young agent here, and conveyed it to thy 
kwd husband, with another in my own to Beaugard ; 
and sent for thee, my dear, to share in the pleasure of 
the consequence. 

Sylv. Ha, ha, ha ! But what will be this consequence, 
cousin I 

Por, Twenty to one but it occasions some new 
alarm, and divertisement \6 my jailors ; who are so 
very capricious, they would fancy a rat behind the hang- 
ings for a concealed lover. It n^ay too, by chance, 
produce me some lucky opportunity once more to make 
my escape out of their merciless power. Nay, they are 
already half disposed to run away themsel%'es ; for by 
ihv woman's interest in the chirurgeon, who has care 
of the swearing atheistical fellow, yesterday hurt juv 
the scuffle, and afterwards conveyed hitlier, he gives it 
out that he fears Ms wounds may be mortal. Upon 
which, my lover Gratian sighs, and turns up his eyes 
like a godly brother at exercise. My brotlier Theo- 
dore! puffs, swells, grinds Ym teeth, and stamps as if 
he would braiu himself against the next wall ; while 
poor Beaugard's ne'er-be-good Father has, with pure 
fear, lost a red nose that has been hb fast friend fojr 
these forty years ; and every time he sees his face in a 
glass, fancies every wrinkle there has the shape of ^ 
gibbet. 

Pnter Phillis. 

PM. <%, nv dei^r, dear lady, what will become ot 
utl Hbtp most iiBqffppy accident! 
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Pw. Hab! 

PAtl. Indeed, rnadam^ I could not ponibly help it : 
I ba' lost it. 

Pw. Lost it, lost wbati What hast thoo lest? Would 
thou hadst lost thyself; lost a leg or an arm, or any 
thii^, rather than have put me ui this fright. Speak, 
what is the matter 7 

Phd. Ob, madam, the billet; madam, the billet. 

Lmc. ^ Sylv. How's this? 

Pot. What, the note 1 sent to Beangard ? 

Phil, As I hope to see you happy, madam, I put it 
as fast here betweeu these two poor naked breasts here, 
as ever it could stick, so I did ; when, just as I was go- 
ing forth, who should meet me but the old, wicked, 
rantbg, roaring gentleman, that lies hid here for fear of 
hanging; would he had been well hanged a twelvemonth 
since; and there he fell a towzing and a mowzing, and a 
uieddling with me ; I was never so afraid of being ra- 
4^ished in my life, gad he knows: so, in the struggle, I 
guess the note was lost, truly; though, in my heart, I 
wish I had been ravished six times over, rather than 
such a misfortune had happened. Nevertheless, I ha' 
done your business for you, so I have. 

Por. Business! what business? Ugliness and ill re- 
putation light on thee ! Thou hast undone and ruined 
nqe for ever. 

PhiU Why, I have met with the captain, and told 
him the whole matter, as well as if he had read it in 
the letter himself. He's but too kind a man to you, 
and I too faithful a servant, so I am, to be thus reviled 
and cursed by you for all thb. 

Pw. What then did he say? fool, beast, and block* 
head f tell me. 

Phil. Why, he said, he'd die a thousand and a thou- 
sand times for you, were it possible, so he did; and that 
he will not eat, drink, or steep, till he has set you at 
liberty, so he wo' not ; and that he will be in the gar- 
den before ten. 

Lmc. MHiat's in this case to be done, madamt 
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Per. O dearest cousin, retire if you loye me.; for, 
sbouid the lords of my liberty get any notice pf tbb 
billet, and find a man bere, notwitbstanding your relm^ 
tipn, wbo knows wbat ill usage it may aggravate ! — To 
thy cbamber, dear Lucrece, ere the storm comes iipon 
us. [A^di. 

Luc. I am all obedience. Sweet creature, you'll rer 
men^bjer ! [7b 3yWia. 

Syh. It is not possible to forget you, surely. 

Luc. Blessings on you iof tbis goodness. 

[Kisfes her Hand, and Exit. 

Enter Theodoret in a rage. 

Theod. Double bar up all tbe doors and windows ; 
load all tbe arms in tbe bouse; and be ready for execu- 
tion instantly, all of ye. By those devils that dance in 
your goggling eyes, madam, I'll try if you have given 
yourself over to bell so far. that you can out at a key- 
hole, 

Por. What means the great he-brute? 

fheod. To cut off your intelligence, lady, and make 
thee, ere I have dune, to curse thy father '^nd mother 
that let thee learn to write. Sees>t thou this, thou irre- 
claimable profligate wretch 7 Fogh ! send you the drag* 
gle-tailed minister of thy lewd affairs a-hunting, full cry 
about the town, upon the rank scent of a brawny-b.icked 
hector \ By heavens ! the thought of it makes me louth 
^the bouse, and fancy it stinks of the foul sins thou bast 
imagined in it. 

Por. Thou barbarous, ill-mannered, worse than beast ! 
Why am I abused thus } wli^ made a prboner too, at 
your saucy will ? fettered up, and barred all liberty and 
converse? 

Theod. For tbe same reason other too hot-blooded 
females are ; because, if possible, I would not have a 
good breed spoiled. 

Por. What a load of dirt is thy thick scull crammed 
withaJi if the tongue were able to throw it out! 
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Theod. Filthy, filthy, fulsome-filthyl Whtt, be a 
J^oll Common, follow the camp! How lovelily would 
year f«ir ladyship look, mountad upon a baggage-cart; 
presidiDg over the rest of the captain's dirty equipage I 

SyU, If any Ihing in the world would make me fbl* 
low a camp, it .would be a very strong fancy I have, that 
I. should never see \oa in one, sir. 

Theod, Your ladyship has reason to defend the sol- 
dier's cause; you have married one, as I take it, madam. 
Ha, ha, hal 

Por. He in a camp ! he has not courage enough to 
animate balf a tailor, nor good nature enough to make 
a spaniel of, nor sense enough, if he were that animal, 
to learn to fetch and carry. 

Theod, This will open no locks, lady. 

Por. But there are instruments to be had, that will 
break open locks, ^ir. 

Theod. Will you please to setire, and consider farther 
of that in your chamber 1 

Por. No, I'll not stir, sir. 

Theod. Nay, by heaven, but you shall, madam* 

Sybf. Nay, by heaven, but she shall not, sir. 

[Father at the Door. 

Theod. How! 

Fath. By Jove, and that's well said, I'll stand still a 
little, and see what's the matter. 
. Theod. Do not drive me to use violence. 

Fath. How! violence to a fair lady! thafs not so 
tvell neither. 

Pifr. Hark you, sir, my jailor or my hangman ; for 
whicih of the two your office will end in, by your pro- 
ceedings I cannot imagine : do but touch me, or ofier 
the least force to compel me to a closer confinement; 
by this iiyured heart, Fll fire the house about your ass's 
ears: I'll sooner bum with you, to be revenged, than 
endure such insolence and torment any longer. 

Iheod. Very well. 

Fath. Fgad, a brave gurl, a delicate wench! how mj 
^og^rs itcfa t6 take her part now ! I hslve a moatb s 
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raiod to espouse her quarrel, and make friends with poor 
Jacky again. Honest Jacky! 'tis the besL-natured bo; 
ill the world, ihoagli I was such a beast to tall out with 
him. [Afiile. 

Par. Inhuman, cruel Tlieodoret! wLy do vou afflict 
rae thiu? Why do you force the tears from my poor 
ryes, and rack a tender heart that never wroaged vonT 

Thfvd. For yonr loul's health, lady; and the welfare 
of your wasting reputation. A pox o' your whining! 
come, to your chamber, to your prayer-book and re- 
pentance: fasting and buiuiliation will be good for yon. 
To your cbamfaer. 

Por. To my grave first. 

TTifod. Nay then— Wha, hoa ! 

[Offert to lay hold nf fur. 

Por. Standoff! Murder! Cramps, rheama, and pal- 
sies, wither thy iminaDlj hands. 

Thtod. By lieavcu ! — 

Por. You dare not do't. 

Tkeod. Hah! 

Syh. No, sir, you dare not do't ; yon dare not> 

Tkeod. Avaunt pesaf Confound me, bul I shall be 
acmtched here presently fur njy palienre. 

St/lv. Wliat an ill-bred camel 'tis! 

Path. Nay, and what's more, you shall not do't; you 
sliall not, sir. Hofa ! U this the issue of your honour- 
able [vetensionsl 

Theod. Et tu Brute'? 

Falh. Bnile, bmte! Brute me no bntles, friend: 
ounds, 1 am a man, fellow; buttoons and bilboes! 
brute I a gentleman! 

Thtod. Your pardon, sir! 

Syh. Don't ptirdon him, sir. 

• The cicbmMion which Shalaipewe pnM into ihp mnuth of 
Cauar, ai ihe approach of Brums, apparemly wilhoui warrant 
fronj iiistory. It often occura in other playi; as Beaumont and 
Flttcher'»" litiic FrenchLawyeri"Drydea'» " Duke of Guise." 
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Enter Gratian^ leaning on a Sttjff^^ 

Grot. Oh, friend! 

Tkeod, Poor Gratian. 

GraL If ever we ought to do any thing for oar safety, 
kt lis now prepare and look about us: I have made hard 
#hift to hobble hither, my wound's grown very trouble* 
jome. — We are all lost. 

Theod. I can fear nothing when my friend's so near me. 

S^h. Now cousin, rebel, and force your freedom nobly. 

Fath. Jacky, 1 hope; Jacky at the head of myrmi- 
dons, and declaring for his property. Look you, gentle- 
men; I must confess I have remorse of conscience 
and am sensible I have been a rebel : wherefore if mj 
liege son and heir have recruited his power, and be once 
more up in arms, loyalty and natural affection, friendsy 
will work ; I must pronounce for prince Jacky ; and here I 
resolve to defend his territories. [Drawa m broad sword* 

Grat. If prince Jacky have interest enough to get 
your pardon for murdejr, sir, it will be your best way 
to close with him; for, in short, the Atheist Daredevil, 
your antagonist, is desid, sir. 

Theod. Hah! Dead! 

Faih. Dead! 

Grot, Yes, dead, sir. 

Syh, So much the better. Porcia, let as nm up to 
the leads^ and cry out murder to the streets this moment. 

Faih. Then I^nd, that I am but a short-lived simiert 
farewell for ever old hock, sheriy, nutmeg and sogar^ 
seven and eleven, sink-tray, and the doublets! never 
comes better of rebelling against one's natnral-beni 
cluklren. I shall be hanged one of these sun-shiny mona* 
ings, and a ballad come out hi the afternoon to a 
lamentable eighty-eight tune*, of the careful son, and 
prodigal father. Dead, said you, sir] 

* Tht itory ^mghty^H Was a lamentaklfl dittv, recountik^ the 
iki lit l a d ct e^ni ctM n ol Aaisdoabtab^ Spaaiih Anasda, iathe 
;jrearl5B8. 
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Grat. Or, at least, cannot survive half an hour; 
therefore it is mv opinion, that we instantly quit tlie 
house, und provide ail for our safety. 

Tkeod. Confusion, HeviU! 

Par. Nay, sir, stand fast! dare hut to open a door, 
■ir; hy heaven, that moment I'll alanu the town: yoa 
shall not think to escajie, reeking with a poor man's 
hlood, shed in defence of me. 

Thtod. Lady, no fooling, 

Por. No sir, no fooling: but now, sir, do you to 
your chamber, sir, to your chamber; to your prayer- 
book aud repentance : fasting and humilialion will be 
goodforyou: to your chamber, sir; as youtenderyour 
neck. sir. 

TTieod. Danmation! unhand me! 

Por. I'll die ere I'll unhold yon. Think you so 
barbarously to leave me here in Ifae house with a dead 
wretch, and liave the punishment of his horrid murder 
light on my innocent h«ad? 

Theod. What do you resolve to do, sir? 

Falh. Do, sir! What can I resolve to do, sir? I 
have no means to hope to escape, sir: for, in ihe first 
place, 1 have no money : and a man that kilU aoolher, 
without money in his pockel, is in a. very hopeful condi- 
tion. In the next plai:« for a disguise, I liave no deaths 
but these you see on ray back ; with tliis Iripe-buff belt 
here, which there is not a constable Ifi the whole city 
but knows, and has had in his custody, sword and all. 
Look you, gentlemen, I have civilly killed a man for 
your service; if you will resolve, fairly and squarely, 
to hang like friends together, so : if not, I mutiny ; and 
the word is, Diicoier Ike Plat ; the old boy must im- 
peach. 

Enter RosARD. 

Ros. Oh, sir, where are you? 

Grat. Well, Rosard, what's the news now 1 

Roa, The gentleman, heaven be thanked, is revived 
again, sir: though the doctors say, such another fit will 
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certainly carry him off. The poor creature is very weak, 
but very penitent. 

Fath. In troth, and that's a very ill symptom; there- 
fore my opinion is still — I am for banging all together. 

Theod, Hark you, old rust; you sav you have no 
money, wherefore, during the present mterval, in the 
first place, because I will have no mutiny upon this oc- 
casion, in order to your escape, tliere's money for you: 
in the next place, as you want change of ramient, here 
is the key of a small wardrobe, at the lower end of the 
gallery above, you^l find the door to it : equip your- 
self, and provide for your security, as your best discre- 
tion shall direct you. 

Fath. Look you, friend, the sooner the better; for, 
to tell you the truth, else I shall make but a scurvy 
matter of it at Tyburn-cross; with a whining, snivel- 
ling account of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill 
company. Wherefore, not being good at making 
speeches, I will leave the opportunity to you, of shew- 
ing your politer rhetoric, and save a member of the 
common-wealth. — ^There's no great harm in murder, 
when it brings a man money. [Ande^ and FxiL 

Per, And now, my tyrant-brother, I hope we stand 
on even terms. 

Theod. No lady, not yet: there's life returned, and 
therefore hopes still ; though, at present, in some mea- 
sure to comply with you, and ease your apprehensions^ 
within the limits of the house and gardens vou are at 
yoor liberty, but no farther this night: and for your 
ampler satis^iction, if I have any midnight alarms from 
your correspondent abroad, there's entertainment ready 
for him which he may not be very fond of; so good 
night, it is almost ten. Who waits? What hoa, be ready 
there. Come, Gratian, I'll see you to your repose, and 
then to my post of guard. 

[Exeunt Theod. and Grat. 

Par. Ten! that was the hour, Phillis, Beaugard 
mentioned; was it not? 
, Phil. It was, madam. 
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For. Be ready iheD, all ye pjopilinus powers thftt 
smile OQ faithful love; wait, like kind angels, onliim; 
establisli conqueit in bis able hand, and kindness in fal^ 
heart. Oh, Sylvia! 

Sifh. Vuu are transported, cousin 1 

Par. With hopes of liberty I am indeed: it is an 
Englishwoman's natural right. Do not our fathers, 
brothers and kinsmen often, upon pretence of it, bid 
fair forrebellion against their sovereign] and why ought 
not we, by iheir example, to rebel ua plausibly against 
thewT 

Syle, Most edifying doctrine ibis is, truly. 

[^ whistle vntkottt. 

Por. The sign! Hark, the sign 1 Phillis heard you 
nothing? [Whiiile again.] Tis there again: he's true, 
and 1 am happy. Sylvia, let ua retire ourselves; you 
know your old apartment, for precious mischief will be 
soon on foot; am) action worthy love's great cause. 
Thy husband too may chance to have his share in the 
business ; and, as 1 have ordered matters, meet some- 
thing in the adventure, to mortify hia roving humour, 
and reconcile him to lits duty and allegiance. — Harkl 
[Whintle again.] Tliere, 'tis once more a snmnioiis to 
the citadel to surrender. This shall, in after-story, be 
called. Captain Baaugard's besieging of the widow. 
Which, as 'lis laid sure, with success must end, "i 

Since justice does bis enterprise attend > 

Witb«Mit, and poVrful love wilhiu's bii friend. J 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to Fields on the Back-iidcoja Garden. 
Enter BeaugAHD, with a Part}/. 

Beau. Hold, stand fast; I have just now received 
intelligence over the garden-wall, that our design bat 
taken air, and there will be no easy entrance. 

1 Man. Ah. captain: the time has beeu, when, under 
your command, we should haie had no need of a council 
of war for the attacking such a fortificatiou as this is. 
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Beau. Peace, Plunder, peace, you rogue; no ma- 
rauding now: well bum, rob, demolisb, and murder, 
anotlier time together : this b a business must be done 
with decency — Hark. 

2 Man, Some company commg, sir, from the Back- 
street- ward. 

Beau. Hold then. Plunder: do you, with your flying 
party, hover at a distance about the fields ; while I, 
with the rest of the body, post myself as advaatage- 
oQiily as I can, to watch tlie enemy's motions. [Egamt. 

Enter Theodoret and his Party. 

Theod, This way the noise was : be sure keep sale 
the garden-gate, and follow me carefully. [Exit Theod. 

Enter Courtine. 

Cour. So here I am ; and now for my instructioiif . 
Let me see. [Reads the Billet.'] Pray come disguised, 
that if the design should miscarry, your retreat may 
be the easier. Your unknown blushing servant.'-''''^ 
Humph! blushing servant ! Passingly modest, I'll war- 
rant you ! Pray come disguised! So I am, or the de» 
vit's m^ ; for I look more like a cut-throat than any 
thing else. Let me see ; upon this very spot, the last 
time I was here, did I meet my damned wife : avert the 
omen, sweet heaven, I beseech thee. And now, as I 
am considermg, where can my friend Beaugard be at 
present too ? With a whore. There's that question an- 
swered. Wherefore, would but my unknown blushing 
servant appear, or give me a kind sign ; would but my 
little partndge call, methinks I could so chuckle, and 
run, and bill, and clap my wings about her. Hah I 

[Thm$ about. 
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Enter Theodobet. 

Theod. Stand: who goes there 7 
Cour. WlialH Ilie matter now I 
Strv. Stand, sir: wliat are vou, sir? 
Cmir. What am I, s\t 



Theod. A n 



are you, 



friend ? 



1 are: but what matv 



Cour. A gentlcmai), friend ; and you had best um 
me so. — By heaven, Tlieodoret! and if I am hut disco- 
vered! 

Theod. Hands off, unloose him! You arc not him 
we look for, air — 

Cour. I am glad of that with all my heart. [Aside. 

Theod. And tberefure I ask your pardon. But, if 
you are a gentleman, you will assist one in me, that 
jbave been injured. 1 have reason to believe my liouw 
is now beset by villains, who have base designs upon 
tlie honour of my family. Wherel'ore, if you are what 
you pretend, you'll draw your sword to do a good cause 
justice. 

Cour. Sir, 1 wear it for no other end ; and you shall 
command it. — Ay, 'tis so ! Beaugurd upon new exploits 
for the recovery of his widow. Nothing but kniglit- 
errantry slirring this moon! 

Theod. Please you then, sir, to slay here willi my 
servants, while I wulk to tlie corner of yon wall, and 
try what I can discover. [Exit Theod. 

Cour. You mav trual me, sir. — Now wUl I shew 
myself a true renegado; luke entertainment in chris- 
tian service, to betray 'em to my brother Turk, upon 
the first opportunity. And so, my blushing unknown, 
you may e'en stay your stomach with your sheets for 
this night. 

Re-tnttr Theodobkt. 

Theod. They are here, slwid last ; be resolute, sii4 
be rewarded. 
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EnterLvcn^TtA. 

Luc. Now, for a conveoient opportunity to do a 
mischief. Beaugard, I find, is come, and my kind mis- 
tress punctual to appointment in the garden. Now could 
I but order the affiur so, as to slur Beaugard upon her, 
instead of myself; and her upon him, instead of Por- 
cia; my conscience would be satisfied: and he, Mr. 
Courtine, my rival widow, and the wife, served ail iu 
their kind. 

Theod, Hold, sir; what are you? 

[To Beaugard at the Entrance, 
Cour. Ay; now, now. 

Beau, No matter, sir ; this is not a time of night to 
answer questions. 
Theod. Nay, then — 

Beau. Nay, now sir; and when else you think fitting, 
sir; I am the man you look for; and you are him I 
wished to meet here. 

Cour. Now how the devil I shall do to tHt booty; 
hang me like a dog if I can imagine. 
Beau. Come on there. 
Theod. You pass upon your death. 
Beau. I've learnt to scorn death more since first you 
threatened it ; 
I see your numbers too, and come prepar*d ; 
Porcia's my claim, and here V\\ win or lose her. 

Theod, Then take thy due ; and die like a midnight 
thief. Fall on. 

[Beaugard and Theodoret eng:age, and tluir Par* 

ties. Beaugard and Theodoret quit each other. 

Beaugard fails upon Courtine, and Theodoret 

upon Beaugard'^ Party; who retire from him, 

as Courtine does from Beaugard, off' from the 

Stage.] 

Theod. He runs, he runs ; the half-bred hector runs. 

False cards and dice, and quart-pot brothel brawls, 

were fitter for his management than honourable diffe* 

VOL. Jll. o 
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retice. Hark, clashing of swords still ! by Iie&ven I miM 

■ our friend the hoDoiirable stranger, that so geoerousl; 

' took our parly; if it be faim, let's out, and give him 

■Bccour. [Exeunt. 

Enter Beaugard driving in Courting, kAo relira 
bet/and tke reach of his Sieord. 

Beau, Base rascal! Coward, l!_v! 

Cour. No, sir; I stand stuck »till, aiid wou't stir an 
iuch ; but since you are so uncivil, resolve not tu light 
a stroke more: so there's my sword, and here's your 
bumble servaal. 

Beau. Courline! 

Cour. The same. 

Beau. And thou my enemy too? 

Cour, No, sir, your friend, had you been wise enough 
to have found it. I came hither disguised, for a reason 
^u shall know hereatVer; but falling into the Imnds of 
the enemy, was forced to take party against you, for 
fear of being beaten for you: yet with a desigu of re- 
volting, would yuu have given me leave. But you, when 
you should have kept at the head of your frieods, took 
B particular fancy tu be tickling my small guls, and now 
jou see what you have got by it. 

Beau. Then farewell for ever, poor widow. — But 
stay, it were base and unmanly to give it over so — kt 
me see — lend nie Ihy disguise, quickly, quickly, quickly, 
my imagination's warm. 

Cour. Ay, wilh all my heart, and glad to be rid of 
it so — ' [Disguinea Beaugard. 

Beau, Take this, and rally my scattered forces. 
[Gives kirn his ly/mt/e,] They know ihe sign; and can- 
not be far off, under the conduct of Plunder, that was 
my Serjeant abroad, thou know'st him ; make what haste 
is possible. I'll be hereabouts, and be near mc, if any 
new disaster should happen. 

rout'. Well, with all my heart for once : here is a 
new desigu in embryo uow; though 1 fancy when we 
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hBf€ got her, we »ball never make of thie widow what 
she has cost us. 

Beau, No more; I hear company; vanish — 

[£!rte Courtine. 

EhUt Thkodorbt. 

ne^d. This way I think I heard it: look, h not that 
he ? Oh my dear genereua friend, kt me embrace you: 
i hope you arc coiHie off well. 

Beam. Very well, air, I thank you, if I wene but weH 
4>ff from this place; I fear die man I had to deal wilhai 
ia fiiUen, for I left him staggering. Security were beat 
for us all, sir. 

Theod. My house shall be your aooctuary^ and YV\ 
die with you but Til protect you. 

Beau. I'gad, and that's kmdly said, aa tbkvgs stand 
between us, and if he knew all. [Aside. 

Theod. Open the garden-gate there : you shall rest 
yourself in an arbour, while 1 dispose of the gross 4Mf 
my family, and }nrepare an apartment for your privacy. 

Beau. If I had died in your quarrel, sir, a gane- 
roaity like this had over-rewarded ir. 

[Courtine at the Entrance. 

Cour. Stand still, ye beaten, scattered scoundrelf ; I 
thiuk that's he, follow me, but at a distance. 

Theod. Open the gate, I say, there ; come, sir — 

[Tliey enter the Garden. 

Cour. The stratagem succeeds, and Troy at hist is 
taken. 

£fl<fr LUCRBTIA. 

Xtic. O dear sir, are not you captain Beaugard 1 
Onir. The same, my dear child, the same; hast thou 
any good tidings for me ? 

Luc. The private door of the garden on the other 
side is opened, and you may enter, sir. My poor lady 
is dying^ almost with despair, that she shall never lee 

o2 
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uld you now tell me news of caplun 



CouTtme i 

Cour. Hall I does then my blusliing unknown belong 
.to tbese territories? It niusl be so. — Captain Courtine 
is just gone in before, sweet-bearl; iherefure if thou art 
a true friend to love, quickly conduct me. 

Luc, I'll shew you, sir, into the door, where you 
may conceal yourself in one of tlie srbonrs, till I go 
through the house, and bring you farther iulelligence. 

Cow. Anrl if my adventum happen really l<> be at 
the end of (his business, my frienil and I shall not, I 
ftncy, pass our time veiy uncomforlably. Rogues, fol- 
low me; follow me, rogues. \Exeunt. 

—The Garden. 
BkaogARD looking out of an Arhour. 

Btau. So, so, thus far I am undiscovered; it is as 
dark as if the devil himself ivcie abroad a solacing 
amongst a company of northern wilchej to-night; if 
Courtine be but entered with niy myrmidons, the wt> 
dotv's infallibly all m; ono. Hist! VVbo cornea here I 

Enter Li;cretia. 

Luc. Sir, sir, where are you 'i 

Beau. Here, here, my friend, I wail you. 

Lkc, Friend ! is not your name — 

Beau. My name, wJiat ! wbat can tliismeanl [v4«'(/r. 

Lmc. BcaugardI Come, come, 1 know jou; jou 
need not disturb yourself; niy design is to do you 
Krvite ; your Porcia knows you are here, and expecti 
you with her arms open ; follow nie. 

Beau, Be thou niy good or bad angel, at tlie charm 
of that name I must follow tbee, though thou lead me 
to perdition. 

Luc. Sotlly, no noise, this way, give me your hand, 
i.. . . [Exeunt. 
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Enter CouRTiNS. 

CoMT. Hold, let me see: ay, there Itlibkisan nr- 
bour where I will creep in, and lie as close as a coward 
in the hold at a sea-fight. 

Enter T^eodokst. 

Theod. Hereabouts it was I left him, it is wonder* 
fully dark: Friend! friend! Where are you 1 

CotfT. Hah ! thaf s another sort of voice than the 
youngster's I depend on. By heaven, Theodoret! 

[Aside, 

Theod. Friend, friend, I say, where are youl 

Cour. Ay, but the devil a word you get out of me. 

[Aeide. 

Theod. Why, sir friend, do not you hear me 1 

Cour. No. [Aside. 

Theod, I am sure thb must be the arbour; 111 run 
and call a flambeau. 

Cour. That may not be so well neither, my afiairt 
will not agree witli the light, as I take it. [Aside. 

Theod. May be he's falleniisleep ; let roe see. [Gropes 
hUo the Arbour and feels Aim.] 'Tiseven so: what boa, 
sir! — [Courtine mores.} Friend, friend, awake, your 
chamber's ready, and I stay for you. 

Cour. Who's there) What are >ou1 

[Alemd^ as if frighted suddenly. 

J%eod. Hush, make no noise; but come away. 

Comr. Is it you, sir? — He mistakes me for Beaugard, 
I hope. [Aside. 

Theod. The same: I wait upon yon, follow me. 

Comr. If he discover me, all again is ruined ; but 
darkness, I hope, and impudence, will befriepd a good 
cause. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. — Daredbyil'^ Chamber, with only an^ 
»mallLamp. burning, anef Daredevil on the Bed* 

pare. Oh! oh! oh! iiiy wounds and my sins! Coni- 
science, conscience, conscience, how shall I quiet thee } 

[Beaugard'tf Father at the Door. 

Fath. This cowardly chicken-hearted rascal will die, 
and be damned at last. Hoiv do vou do, sir? How do 
you nnd youi::self ? 

Dare. Oh very ill, heaven knows ! within few honrs 
of a grave, and, without great mercy, of a deeper pkM^e : 
whoever you are, if you have any charity, procure roe 
some conscientious godly divine to unburden myself of 
my iniquity to. 

Faih, This puling, whining, repining rogue, within 
these two days was blaspheming : ought I to be banged 
now for such a varlet ] Shall I send you a divine, said 
you, sir] 

Dare. It would be a great favour, and a comfort to 
me, sir. 

Fath. ril try what I can do for you, since I soe your- 
condition so dangerous; a pox o'your queasy con- 
science. There b no safety for me in staying here, that's 
one thing, the house beuig certainly beset for the appre- 
hending some body : for looking out at the wardrobe 
window as I was dressing myself, I observed six or 
seven arnaed rogues, with baingmanly faces, sneaking 
and scidkiug about the garden, that's another titiog; 
wherefore I will hasten and finish my disguise, and if 
there come an alarum, take the fairest opportunity to 
get off in it ; and that for me will be the best thing. 

[ExitYiMhtx. 

Enter Coijrtine. 

Cour. To what an insignificant purpose have I taken 
all this pains to-night! Here have 1 been put into a room 
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with a bed in it, with fn*ay^ sir, will yen he pleated 
to take your rest, in the devil's name; when my design 
has not been to take my rest^ but my recreation. I 
fancy I heard a kind, small^ complaining voice this wey 
too, and must at present confess myself in a very good- 
natured humour, very much inclined to succour any 
distressed damsel that wants a companion to pass away 
a tedious night withal. 

Dare. Oh! oh! Would but this dear man come now! 

Cour, Hah! hark! That must certaiuly be me she 
means : nay, I am sure on't : Til on a little farther. 

Dare. Oh!— 

Ccur, Where art thou, thou poor creature! I am 
come to comfort thee. 

Dare. I wish you had come a little sooner, I am 
very ill. 

Cour. Alas, kind soul, slue's sick with passionate ex- 
pectation : this must be my blushing, unknown servant^ 
at the least. 

Dare. Whereabouts are you 1 Give me your hand 
hither, will you ? 

Cour. Here, here it is, and my heart too, thou hast 
^em both : I'll swear she has a well-grown palm ; by the 
rule of proportion, I'll wajrrant her a swinger : — but no 
matter, 'tis in the dark. [Aside. 

Dare. Heart, said you, sir; alas! my poor heart's 
breaking. 

Cour. Breaking, dear soul I no, no, never fear it; 
I'll give thee a recipe to keep it whole^ I warrant thee. 
This b the most romantic adventure. 

[Falls to undressing himself . 

PoRCiA and Phillis at the Door. 

Pot. Has then Beaugard gotten entrance, art thon 
sure) 

Comr. Hah ! 

PMU Madam, so sure, that his valet Foarbin is 
Iwre ill the house, and told me so himself. 
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Caur. Wkaf s that ? 

Par, Then now- my part begins. -Was there ever 
such inhuman cruelty committed^ a wretch barbarously 
tumr(}ered and exposed, without copifort or succour 1 
. Caur. Murder, said they I What manslaying ! when 
all my thoughts were upon nothing but man-makbg. 
I'gad then His time that I take care fur one, and till a 
better conveniency offer itself, here's my burrow. Mur- 
der in the devil's name ! what do they say now? 

[Creeps under the Bed. 

Par, No, no, my conscience will not bear it, T must 
proclaim it to the world : what, hoa there, murder, mur- 
der, murder I 

Caur, Oh Lord, here's a comfortable condition that I 
am got into I 

Par. But does the chirurgeon say there b certauily 
oo danger? 

PhU. Only a thin skin-wound on the outside of his 
belly ; but that the force of fear in the cowardlyJiearted 
fellow, will let him thiiUi of nothing but a grave and 
damnation. 

. Par, Tlie present advantage of it then must be im- 
proved : wherefore, I say, the stinging of my conscience 
.will not let me rest ; I dare not conceal this murder. 
Murder, murder, murder ! cry murder, you witch, and 
alarm the house. 

Phil. Here is somebody coming already, madam. 

Par. Stand still, and observe tlien. 

Enter Bbaugabd. 

Beau. I thmk it was this way, but no matter,' for I 
am sure I reign loi^d paramount of .this castle now. The 
angry jealous brother is gone to bed, and all his Mar- 
like family, where he lies as fast, ^d snores and gapes 
so wide, one might steal the widow out of his mouth i£ 
she were there : now could I but find the way to her 
ladyship's chamber, while Plunder is, according to 
orders, with bis crew, bioding the drow^ rogues of the 
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hnily in their beds! what an opportunity would that 
be! for there b but one way of making a slippery 
widow sure to you. 

Par, No matter, happen how it will, I say again it 
is a crying sin, it is an abomination, 'tis a-^Ab 1 

[Seeing Beaugard disguked, t« frighted^ 
janaruna out. 

Beau, Hah ! What do ghosts walk here at this time 
o'night, and in petticoats too? Nay, then have at you, 
ye airy form^. 

[Going out, is n^t by his Father, di^nised 
like a Fanatic Preacher. 

Fath. Yes, verily, and indeed it is an abomination, 
a burning shame, and a lewd aboniioation. 

Beau. Hell and the devil ! My spirit in petticoats 
tbat^ueaked abomination.in Ela, converted to the fleshly 
sinuiitude of a holy brother, that cants it in gamut — ' 
Hoh ! Speak, what art thoul 

Fath, A minister of peace to wounded consciences. 
I come here by appointment with an olive-branch in 
my mojith, to viyt a mortal ark tossed and floating in 
floods of it's own tears, for it's own frailties. 

Beau, And are you, really^ sir, a man ] Really the 
godly implement you appear to be, for the scowering 
of foul consciences ] 

Dare. Ha, lia, ha! Godly implement ! it has almost 
made me laugh; that's a merry gentleman, I'll warrant 
him: Oh!— 

Fath, I am, friend, I tell thee, an instructor of the 
cbdsen : thou savour'st of the old man ; stand off; and 
do not pollute me with too near communication : I come 
to convert a sinner to the truth ; it was I that converted 
— as some say nobody; and expounded the groans of 
the protestant board. How fiureth our brother] 

Dare, Alas, sir, very weak ; upon the point of dis- 
solution, and tormented with the stings of a terrified 
conscience. 

Faik. Lay then one hand:upon thy heart 

Dare, I do so. ^t^. 

Falt^nlA^ me the otl^i^; that in the poOyidg foirth 
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!thy UII9, thy right bnnd may not know what thy left 
^atid do til. 

Beau. A very material |»iut that is truly, 

fath. Thou bust lived in wickedoeBslung. 

Dare. From sixteen to ei^ht and forty, without the 
least repentance, or a thought of it. 

Fath. A very dangerous state; but for thy darling 
HDs, JmprmU, what! 

Dare. Druukeuness. 

Fath. A very pernicious sin, and of the devil's own 
iastitntion; for it sets our souls o'fire: nay, it sets our 
noses o'Are, and sets houses o'fire. Druiikeuuess! — Did 
you ever burn any house&I 

Dare. Never but three, and they houses of pollution 
loo: bawdy-houises, sir. 

Falh. So much the werse : for if bawdy-houses be 
burnt, whiit civil family in this city sleeps safe? 1 never 
burnt a bawdy-house in my life, that's my comfort. 
Item. 

Dare. Whoredom, adultery! 

Fath, For adultery, I mean a corruplmg of other men's 
wives, let me tell you it is a crying sin, and a very loud 
one too 1 but do yuu repeat ! 

Dare. From the bottoin of my heart. 

Beau. So, heaven be thanked, there's no harm in plain 
whored 9 m. 

Falh, No more to be said then: be comforted, and 
I'll absolve thee: but with whom was this wickedness 
committed la&t ? 

Dare. With my bosom friend's wife, and one that 
deserved much better of me. 

Beau. And that was very fiiendly done of thee truly, 

Fath. Impudent rogue ! But wus she very young? 

Beau. Ay, now the feeling, circumstantial questions 
are starting. 

Dare, About eighteen ; and not yet wedded a full 
year, 

Fath. Voluptuous dog I But handsome too I Was she 
very handsome 1 

Dare. -I'oo beautiful, lo have had so little virtue. 
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Faih. Her name, her name! Tell me her name. 
Quickly, I say unto thee, let me know her name. 

Beau. Well said, well said there, old Fornication ! 

Dare. That I have promised shall for ever be a secret, 
sir. 

Fath. Tlien thou art damned, and I do not absolfe 
thee. I must know this precious young harlot. [AMe.] 
Once more I say her name! 

Dare. But 1 hnre sworn, sir; you'd not have me be 
forsworn 1 

Fath. A mortal sin in itself; swearing is another sin. 
Farewell. Fll have no more to do with thee : thv sins 
are of too deep a dye, and Satan be upon thee — A 
danmed rogue not to tell her name ! [Atiie. 

Dare. Oh! oh! dear sir, come back again, and 
leave me not in this desperate, desponduig, sad condi- 
tion. lExit Father. 

Beau. If he has any mercy in this case but upon his 
own conditions, he's no father of mine Fni sure on't. 

[Ande. 

Enter Lucretia. 

Luc. Oh, sir, I am glad I have met with yon ; a 
word with you in private; turn, turn this way into the 
next room quickly ; Porcia, Porcia, your widow Por* 
cia, sir. 

Beau. Hah ! speak, where is she, thou pretty, smil- 
ing Mercury? 

Luc. I am to bring her to you thb moment : no nK>re 
words, but in sir, in, if you'll be h^PPy* 

Cou»\ Porcia, Porcia, said hel Inien I am sure it 
must be Beaugard; a pretty pimp^ that Fll warrant bim. 



Beau. And shall I trust thee 1 

Luc. Why should I deceive youl 

Beau. Be sure thou dost not, as thou lovett the wdt- 
fare of this soft tender outside; adieu foramimite. [Exii. 

Luc. That minute, gives her to your poiieiMion, sir^* 
Hist, madam, hist! nie comI imow dMr« 
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JSn(«r Sylvia, 



Sglv. Wliere are ynu, Ili-iiature? 

Luc. Here, tortured willi my longings: wliere lire 
you7 Come, comi^. 

Sj/lv. Why do you make me <io thhl 

Luc. Ib tliat a quesliou now? Turn, turn into tbe 
dark chamber: I'll but secure this dour, and then the 
night's our own. 

Sylv, Don't stay too long. 

CouT. How afraid she is, lest iie should come again 
too soon! [Aside, 

Luc. Be satiatied, I'll &y — Ihat is, from you, as fast 
as I can : for I liupc I have titled you. [Exit Sylvia. 

Cour. Nay, faith, if lliis be the customof the liouse, 
I'll lurk here no longer: the devil again ! 

Re-en fer Father. 

Fatk, Trouble me no more, I say I will not be per- 
suaded; I will know the adulteress's name, that I may 
admonish her: for it has been of ancient practice, in 
tliese our pious offices, to make our converts confess 
not only all they know, but all that we have a mind to 
know. 

Dare. Not, sir, I hope, if it be improper. 

Fatk, No matter for that, proper or improper, 
right or wrong, true or false, if it be for our use, it 
must be confessed. Therefore 1 say, and say again, 
I do not absolve thee; thou art in the slate of perdition 
still : tell me her name, or for thy drunkenness, and 
burning of houses ; thy wbori^doms and adulteries ; 
blasphemy, and prufanejiess ; ihy swearing, and for- 
swearing ; thy rubbing out railkscores, and lamb black- 
ing of signs in Co vent-garden ; thy breakijig of windows, 
kiilingcoustables and watchmen, beadles, tailors, hack- 
Hcy-coachnien and link-boys ; for all these — 

[A'oiws of squeaking from each siiU of Ike 
Stage, otu/ron Sylvia. 
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Hark there, the screaming fiends are at thy door already. 
Hark! [Scream^aram, 

Qmr. NaVy madam, if you s<|ueak, and thimi to 
alarum the house, if I do not hehave myself like a true 
friend to love, I am mistaken, and so here I am posted, 
and thus will maintain the pass. 

[Goes to the Door where Beaugard and hia 
Wife are, and draws hie Sword to defend it. 

Luc. [at the Door.] Well said, my civil, dear and 
friendly cuckold. 

Enter Tukodorbt and PoRCiA crying. 

T%eod. Come forth, thou strumpet. 

Par. Nay, cruel Theodoret, do not, do not kill me : 
here on my knees — 

Conr. How's this? Porcia taken there, and my friend 
here in private with Porcia too ! 

T^eod. By heaven, thou diest this moment! 

Cour, By hell though, hut she shall not, sin 

. Enter Sylvia, and Braugard pureumg her. 

Beau. Nay, madam, then ! How's thb? my widow 
fpHt in twaiu ! my Porcia there, and Porcia here too ? 
Confound me, Courtine's wife ! I have done finely. 

Theod. You'll justify this usage? 

Cour. You see, sir, I am responsible. 

[Shews him Beaugard. 

Beau. By heaven unhand her, or — nay, look, sir, 
well, you'll know me. [Throws qffhis Disguise. 

Por. My faithful soldier ! 

Beau. My victorious widow. [She runs into hisamu. 

Theod. Call up my servants there, raise all the hous- 
hold. 

Beau, ril do't, sir — [Gives the sign. Plunder and 
his Party appear.] See, here are those that are ready to 
wait on you, if you have any service to command them. 

Iheod. And I will find 'em service that shall warm 
'em. [ExH. 




leave tljis foraging into other 
you liad a liDg«r 






Cour. Now, I fancy, by this lady's concealing b 
self, she may be a dis<;overy worth the making. Ma- 
dam, you see here my friend is inconstant, but truly 
nothing could ever weiiii him from this widow here — 
Sylvia! my wife ! my rlg^id virtuous wife! my daraued, 
confounded, jealous wife ! 

Beau. Now here are very hopeful matters towards. 

Cow. It was very courteously done of me, Beaugard, 
was it not, to keep the door fi>r you, with my own wife, 
ixrl 

Beau. Nay, let us not quarrel, Ned ; I'll give thee 
a friendly account of this matter to-morrow between 
ourselves: in the mean time be satisfied, I have not 
wronged thee. 

Por. Will you nei 
folks' quarters, caplai 

Beau. I am afraid, 
in the plot, though — 

Sj/lv. Indeed, niy dearest — 

Cour. Your humble servant, my dearest! I am only 
glad of this fair opportunity to he rid of you, my dear- 
est : henceforth, my dearest, I shall drink my drink, my 
dearest, I shall wbore, my dearest; and so long as I 
can pimp so handsomely for you, my dearest, 1 hope if 
ever we return into the country, you'll wink at a small 
fault now and then with the duiry-wcncb, or cliainber- 
njaid, niy dearest. 

St/lv. I always was a burden to your ^iglit, and you 
shall be this time cased on't. ^Ktit. 

Cour. With all my heart! Heaven grant it would 
last for ever. 

Enter Theodoret. 

Theod. My doors locked up! my servants gagged 
and bound ! I am betrayed, undone, and I'U not live to 
bear it 1 

Beau, N]ay, hold, sir, none of that ueither ; this 
deswn was not laid for a tragedy. 

'Hieod. How do you intend to deal with Die ? 
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Beau. Like a gentlemany sir, tfioagh yon hardly de- 
serve it of me : in short, this lady is in my char^se now, 
and you in my power ; and by her authority, this beins 
her own house, I have made thus bold with it ; and 
will take care to dispose her hereafter out of the reach 
of your merciless tyranny ; nay, if this reverend person 
will do us tlie friendly office, though I have often re- 
nouuced it, am ready to do it one way this moment. 
Daredevil, wilt thou lend me thy chapkun 1 

Dare. Heh! 

Par. Rise, sir ! Won't you rbe ? If your old friend 
and I make a match on% I hope you'll be so kind to 
dance at the wedding. 

Dare. IHince, madam ! I am dying. 

Phil. That's false, to my knowledge, madam: for 
the surgeon told me last dressing, it was so slight a 
wound, he had much ado to keep it from healing. 

Dare, Yes, by the same token when he had done 
with me, he began with you, forsooth ; and said he 
would shew you a little of his operation, for handling 
and tam))ering with his box of instruments, and there's 
the truth out now. 

AIL Hal ha! ha! 

Dare. Why, gentlemen, ladies, friends, acquaint- 
ance, am not I dying? am not I wounded 1 Is not 
there a hole in my belly that you may turn a coach 
and six iu ? 

Beau. No, no : pr'y thee leave raving, and get up for 
shame, man. Thou an Atheist, thou believe neither a 
God nor a devil, and be afraid of a hurt no bigger than 
a pin-hole ! Courtine, lend us thy hand to raise up our 
old friend here : well, how is't now 1 

[Set9 him on his Legs. 

Dare. Ha ! faith and troth, I fancy, not so bad as I 
thought it was. Methinks I begin to find myself pretty 
hearty ; I can stand, I can walk too, I have no jNiin at 
all. How dost thou do, old Orthodox? 

[Strikes him on the Shoulder, which Aakes 
the Disguke from his Face. 
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Cour. All I but you repented. Daredevil ; lliou didst 
rcpeut, frieod : 1 am sorry to hear of it with ati my 
heart, it will be a foul blot in tby escutcheon : but 
thou Oidst repent. 

Faih. A pox on the blockhead, now I sb^ill he known. 
[Fumbling lojix his DUguitt again. 

Dare. Repent! pr'ythee be tjuiet, man; repent 
quolb'a! why, doxt thou think I did not know my old 
cuatomer for two deuces here, old Anti-Abraham, the 
father of unbelievers } 

Fath. My Jacky ! my little rogue ! my dainty boy ! 
thou son of lliy nown lather, I can hold no longer; and 
I must kiss tbee, and I will kiss thee, c e e e, you dog, 
jnu dog, you dog, you little, dear, damned dog. [Sings 
Old Simon,] Huzza, the widow's our own ! There lie 
divinity. 

Beau. A very Cutter, as I lire, had he but a Tabitba, 
■ perfect Cutter. 

Falh. Now, Jacky-boy; Jacky, you rogue, shall not 
I have a little spill out of this portion now, hah? The 
jolly worms that have fattened so long in this malmsey 
nose of mine, with the fumes of sack, will die, nud 
drop out of their sockets else. Could'st thou have the 
heart to see this illuminated nose of mine look like an 
empty honeycomb 1 coiild'nt thon be so hard-hearted 1 

Per. Faith, captain, be mollified; the old gentleman, 
methinks, proposes very moderately, 

Fath. It shall be so; she shall be my daughter-in- 
law, though I invert iht order of duty, and ask her 
blessing. 

Beau. Look you, ur: though you have been a very 
ungracious father, upon condition that you'll promise 
to leave nif gaming, and stick to your whoring and 
drinking, I will treat with you, 

Fath. The truth on'l is, I have been to blame. Jack ; 
but thou sb'dlt find nte hereafter very obedient ; that is, 
provided i have my terms : which are these. — 

Beau. Come on, then. 

Fat/t. Three bottles of sack. Jack, per diem, without 
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aeduction, or false measure; two pound of tobacco per 
month ; and that of the best too. 

Cow. Truly this is but reasonable. 

Faih. Buttock-beef and March-beer at dinner, you 
rogue : a young wench of my own choosing, to wait on 
nobody but me : always money in my pocket : an old 
pacing horse, and an elbow chair. 

Seau, Agreed. You see, sir, already I am beginning 
to settle my family; and all this comes by the dominion 
chance has over us. By chance you took the charge of 
an old ilither off from my hands, and made a chaplain 
of him. By the same sort of chance I have taken this 
hidy off from your hands, and intend to make her an- 
other sort of domestic. What say you, sir? Are you 
contented ? 

Tkeod, T cannot tell whether I am or no. 

JBeau, Then you are not so wise a man as I took yovk' 
for. In the mean time, for your liberty, you must dis- 
pense with the want of it, till I have this night secured 
the safety of my widow. Your friend Gratian, because 
of his wounds, is only locked in his chamber, and may 
fake his rest as otherwise. For the other part of the 
family, I care not to make excuses. 

Tlius still, with pow'r in hand, we treat of peace; 
But when 'tis ratified, suspicious cease : 
The conquer *d to recruiting labours move ; 
Like me, the victor crowns his ease with love. 

[Exeunt^ 
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EPILOGtE. 



BY MR. DUKE, OF CAMBRIDGE*. 

■ t 

tj is not long, since in the noisy pit 

Tumaltaous faction sat the judge of wit; 

There knaves applauded what their blockheads writ 

At a wliig-brother's play, the bawling crowd 
Burst out in shouts, as zealous, and as loud. 
As wU«n soine xDember's stout election»beer 
Gakis the mad foice of a whole drunken shire. 

And yet ev*u tlien, our poet's tnith was triedy 
Tho* *tw«s a dev'lisb pott to stem the tide: 
Awi tho* he ne'er did line of treason write. 
Nor made one rocket on queen Bess's nightf^ 
Such was his fortune, or so good his cause, 
Ev'n then he fail'd not wholly of applause. 
He that could then escape, now bolder grows : 
Since the whig-tide runs out, the loyal flows. 
All you who lately here presumed to bawl, 
Take warning from your brethren at Guildhall; 
The spirit of rebellion there is quell'd. 
And here your poet's acts are all repeid*d: 
Impartial justice has resum*d again 
Her awful seat, nor bears the sword in vain. 
The stage shall lash the follies of the times. 
And the law's vengeance overtake the crimes. 
The perjur'd wretch shall no protection gain 
From his dishonour'd robe and golden chain; 
But stand expos'd to all th' insulting town. 
While rotten eggs bedaub the scarlet gown^. 
Pack hence betimes, you that were never sparing 
To save the land, and damn yourselves, by swearing. 

Shou*d the wise city now, to ease your fears, 
Erect an office to insure your ears, 

* This epilogue does not appear amone the poems of Duke. 

f The ceremony of pope-buming took place on the annivcr- 
saiy of queen Elizabeth's coronation. 

f These passages relate to the triumph obtained by the court- 
party in the dty about this time, and the punishment of sheriff 
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Thither such numerous shoals of witnesses, 
And juries, conscious of their guilt, wou'd press. 
That to the chamher hence might more be g^*d 
Than ever Mother Creswell from it drained ; 
And peijury to th' orphans' bank restore 
Whatever whoredom robb'd it of before*. 



Klkington, and sir Patience Ward, the late mavor: the former 
of whom, for some severe remarks upon the duke of York, was 
cast in damages to the amount of 100,000/.! and the latter, hav- 
ing appeared as evidence for the sheriff, was indicted for peijurjr, 
aiSi stood in the pillory, 

* Lord ShaftesDury, when a member of the cabal, was generally 
reputed the contriver of the project of closing the exchequer. 
Allusion is again made here to nis fl;allantrie8. Mrs. CreswdC the 
same person mentioned in the prou)ffue to ** Venice Preserved," 
was a noted procuress, supposed to oe patronized by the noble 
lord. 



THE POET'S COMPLAINT 

OP 

HIS MUSE: 

OR, 

A SATIRE AGAINST LIBELS. 



Si qmd hdbewt vert vaiumprasagia, vivam* 

■OVID. M£T. LIB. 15« 
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CoMK)SlTlONS designed to be the Tehides of 
poUticat satii^y are seldom read with much pkasure, 
when the scenes have passed away which gave force to 
the applications^ and pungency to the wit. As fipesh 
mftntB efiace the recollection of the old, works of thb 
kind sink quietly into oblivion with the subjects whence 
they derive their birth, unless inherent excellence, or 
the reputation of the writer, give them an existence 
beyond that of the toinsactions to which they allude. 
This poem, which owes ifs preservation more to the 
name of the author, than it's merit, has now, after 
the lapse of more than a hundred years, lost the in- 
tetest k probably 3«elded when the allusions it contains 
mtape obvious and striking. The cumbrous allegory of 
Spenser, which the poet has chosen to convey the satire^ 
involves hjs meaning in greater obscurity; and the bar- 
Jbarous measure of the verse, written in imitation of the 
kwleM Pindaric odes (as tiiey were improperiy called) 
of that age, disgusts eytry admirer of elegant and po* 
lished versification. It is not sufficiently clear what was 
the predse design of the author in this satire. Under 
the term Libel, he probably comprehends faction and 
teditaon; as well as all the store of abuse vented 
hi multitudes of ballads, and other similar produe* 
tioBS, wiUi which the press^ at that period, incessantly 
leemed. The allegory, however, wants connection and 
wiiformity. The monstex JJbel, the ofipring of Re^ 
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bellioH, nursed among all the horrid and fantastic «|lape^ 
whicfi the imagination of a tory poet could conceive, 
is a type of the Shaftesbury faction : and, like the dra- 
gon in the romance, when no virtue remained else- 
where to satiate it's fury, is represented as preparing to- 
astfa^l the throne, .and den^anding the sacrifice of a royal 
victim. The allegory here breaks off abruptly ; and 
the five sqccei^ding stan;Eas contain an eulogy on the 
Duke of Yprlc, of whom Otway was always a warm 
^nd strenuous advocate, without reaping much advan- 
tage from his assiduous devotion. It must be noticed, 
that, at this time, the poet was smarting under the lash 
of Lord Rochester, who, in his " Ses^iqn of the Poets," 
lavishes jBUch vulgar abuse upon him, notwithstanding 
)iis recent patronage of the author of " Don Carlosw^ 
Such was the pipriqe or fickleness of his character ! 
Otway here repays the obligation in a very unceremo- 
nious u^anner. 

This ode was printed ,4to. in l6S0 ; a year in which 
party disseutions rose to an uncommon pitch of viohp 
lence. The laconic character given of it by Dr. John^ 
9on, is less exceptionable than in other insitai)ces, where 
(to use his own plirase) truth is sometimes sacrificed to 
brevity :^ ** Part of it," says he, " I do not understand ; 
imd in that ^which is less ol)scure I find little to com- 
mend." ^ch notes as appear necessary to illustrate the 
authored meaning (without nmch labour of research) the 
editor has subjoined to the poem. A lengthened conir 
mentary would be ill bestowed upon a work of so Ijttlf 
jcomparative merit. 



TO 

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

THOMAS EARL OF OSSORY*, 

BARON OF MOOR-PARK, KNIGHT OF THE MOST 
J^OBLB ORDER O^ THE GARTER, <&C. 



MY LORD, 

Though never any man bad more need of excuse 
for a presumption of thb nature than I have now, yet, 
Mrhen I have laid out every way to find one, your lord- 
ship's goodness must be my best refuge ; and therefore 
I humbly cast th;s at your feet for protection, and my- 
self for pardon. 

My lord, I have great need of protection ; for to the 
best of my heart I have here published in some measure 
the truth, and I would have it thought honestly too (a 
practice never more out of countenance than now) ; }et 
truth and honour are things which your lordship needs 
must be kind to, because they are relations to your 
nature, and never left you. 

Twould be a second presumption in me to pretend in 
this a panegyric on your lordship ; for it would require 
more art to do your virtue justice, than to flatter any 
other man. 

If I have ventured at a hint of the present sufferings 
x>f that great prince mentioned in the latter end of this 
paper, with favour from you^ lordship I hope to add a 
second part, and do all those great and good men justice, 

* This amiable nobleman was the eldest son of James duke of 
Ormond. The dedication must only a short time have preceded 
his death, which happened on the 30th July 1680. He had 
been appointed governor of Tangier, and was attacked by a 
fever while preparing for his departure. 
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that have, in his calamities, stuck fast to so gallant a 
friend and so good a master. To write and finish which 
great subject faithfully, and to be honoured with your 
lordship's patronage in what I mav do, and ^our ap- 
probation, or at least pardon, in what I have done, will 
Jt>e the greatest pride of, 

MT LOBD, 

Your most hwuble adBiirer «id aervant, 

THO. OTWAY. 



THB 

POET« COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSE. 

AN ODE. 



To a high liil], fvhere never yet stood tree^ 

Where only heath, coarse tero, and fanes grow. 
Where (nipt by piercing air) 
^e flocks in tatter'd fleeces hardly graze. 
Led by uncouth thoughts and care. 
Which did too much his pensive mind amaae, 
A yrand'ring bard, whose Muse wascraey grown, 1 
£ioy'd with the nauseous foUies of the buzzing town, > 
Came, look'd about him, sigh'd, and hud him cbwn. j 
Twas far from any path, but where the earth 
Was bare, and naked all as at her birth. 
When by the word it first was made, 
Ere God had said, 
I^et grass and herbs and ev'ry grem thing giow^ 
•With fruitful trees after their kind ; and it was sa. 
The whining winds blew fiercely roumi his head. 

Cold was his lodging, hard his bed; 
Aloft hu eyes oo the wide IwaVns he cast, 
MThere we are told peace only's found at last: 
And as he did it's hopeless distance sec^ 
Sigb'd deep, and cried, Hmttfar iifmufrmm wmt 

11. 
Nor ended there his moan: 
The distance of his future joy 
Had been enough to give him pam alone ; 
But who caaimdergo 
peqNu^ of ease to come, with weight of pqeml wwi^ 
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Down his afflicted face 1 

The trickling teara bad stream 'd so fast apace, > 
As left a path worn by their brinj race. } 

SwoId was his breast with sighs, h'n well- 
Proportioo'd tiintis as useless fell. 
While the poor trunk (unahle to siistaia 
Itself) lay rack'd, and shaking with it's pain ; 
I heard his groans as I was walking by. 
And (urg'd by pity) went aside, to see 
What the sad cause could be 
Had press'ci his state 50 low, and rais'd his plaints so high. 
On me he fix'd his eyes. I cmv'd, 
W/ii/ so forlorn ? He vainly rav'd. 
Peace lo bis mind I did cotntuend. "i 

But, oh! my words were hardly at an end, > 

When I perceiv'd it was my friend, J 

My tnuch-lov'd friend : so down 1 sate. 
And -be^d that 1 might share his fate : 
I laid my cheek to his, when with a gale 
Of sighs be eas'd bis breast, and thus began his tale. 

HI. 
I am a wretch of honest race* ; 
My parents not obscure, nor high in titles were; 
They left me heir to no dbgrace. 
My father was (a thing now rare) 
Loyal and brave ; niy mother chaste and fair. 
The pledge of iparriage-vows was only I ; 
Alone I liv'd their mueh-lov'd fondled boy:' 
They gave me gen'rous education ; high 
They strove to raise my mind ; and with it grew their joy. 
The sages that mstiucted roe in arts J 

And knowledge, oA would praise my parts, > 

And cheer my parents' longing hearts. J 

When 1 was call'd to a dispute. 
My fellow pupils oft stood mule: 
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Yet never envy did disjoin 
Their hearts from me, nor pride di&temper mine. 
Thus my first years in happiness I past^ 1 

Nor any bitter cup did taste : > 

But oh! a deadly potion came at last. j 

As I lay loosely on my bed, 
A thousand pleasant thoughts triumphing in my head 
And as my sense on the rich banquet M, 
A voice (it seem'd no more, so busy I 
Was with myself, I saw not who was nigh) 
Pierc^'thro'my ears; Ar%9€^ thy good Sewmdert deail 
It shook my brain, and from their feast my frighted 
senses fled. 

IV. 

From thence sad discontent, uneasy fears. 
And anxious doubts of what I had to do. 

Grew with succeeding years. 
The world was wide, but whither should I go I 
I, whose blooming hopes all withered were. 
Who'd little fortune, and a deal of care ? 
To Britain's great metropolb I stray'd. 

Where fortune's gen'ral game is play'd ; 
Where honesty and wit are often prais'd. 
But fook and knaves are fortunate and rais'd. 
My. forward spirit prompted me to find 

A converse equal to my mind : 
But by raw judgment easily misled, 

(As giddy oedlow boys 

Are very fond of toys) 
I miss'd the brave and wise, and in their stead. 
On ev'ry sort of vanity! fed. 
Gay coxcombs, cowards, knaves, and prating foob, 
; Bullies of o'ergrown bulks, and little souls. 
Gamesters, half-wits, and spendthrifts, (such as think 
Mischievous midnight frolics bred by drink 

Are gallantry and wit. 
Because to their lewd understandings fit) 
Were those wherewith two years, at least, I spent* 
To all their fulsome follies most incorrigibly bent : 
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Till at the last, myself rnore to abuse, 
Igrewinlove witbte deceitful Muse. 



4 



No fair deceiver ever us'd such charms, 
Tensnare a tender youth, and win lilt heart ; 
Or, when ahe bad him in her arms, 
Secur'd his love with greater art. 
I fancied, or i dream'd (as poets always do), 
No beauty with my Muse's might compare. 
Lofty she seem'd, and on ber frout sal a majestic 
Awful, yet kind ; severe, yet fair. 
Upon her liead a crown slie bore 
Of laurel, which she told me should be ii 
And round her ivory neck she wore 
A rope of largest pearl. £ucb part of her did shine 
Wilh jewels and with gold, 
Numberless to be told ; 
Which ill iraaginatiaii as 1 did behold. 

And lov'd, and wonder'd more and more. 
Said she, Thex richea all, my darling, shall bt thine. 

Riches which nectr poet had be/ore. 
She promis'd ine to raise my fortune and my nanie. 
By royal favour, and by endless fame; 
But never told 
How hard they were to get, how diihcult to hold. 
Thus by the arts of this most sly 
Delnder, was 1 caught; 
To her bewitching bondage brought. 
Eternal constancy we swore, 
A thousand times our vow9 were doubled o'er: 
And as we did in ourentraneements lie, 1 

I tbouglit no pleasure e'er was wrought so high, V. 
No pair so happy as my Muse and I. J 

VI. 
Ne'er was young lover half so food. 
When first his piisilage be lost ; 
Or could of half my pleasure boast. 
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We ueser met but wc enjoy'd, 
Sli II transported, never cloy'd. 
Ctiaiiibcrs, closets, fieldi and groves^ 
Bore witness of our dailj loves ; 
And on tlie bark of ev'r^ tree 
You might the niarka of our endearments see; 
Diitichs, poaies, and the pointed bita 
Of satire, (written when a poet meets 

Hid Muse in calcrwauliDg fits) 
You might ou e^'ry lind behold, and swear 
t and my Clio had been at it tbi^re. 

Nay, by my Mue too I was blest. 
With ofBrpriugs of the choices! Idiids, 1 

Such us have pleas'd tl;e noblest minds. 
And beep approv'd by judgments of the best*. 

But in this most transporting height, 
Whence 1 look'd down and kugh'd al fate. 
All of a iitidden I was alter'd grown ; 
I round me loolt'd, and found myself alone : 
My faithless Muse, my faithless Muse was gone I J 

I tried if I a verse could frame : 
Oft I in vain invok'd my Clio's name. 
The mote I strove, the more I fail'd, 
I chard, Ibilmypen, curs'dmy dull scull, andraii'd, I 
Resolv'd to force m'nntoward ttionght, and at the last ( 
prevaii'd. 
A line came forth, but such a one. 
No trav'ling matron in her child-birth pains. 
Full of the joyful hopes to bear a son. 
Was more astonisb'd at ih' unlook'd-for shape 
Of some defonn'd baboon or ape, 
Tiian I was at the hideous issue of my brains. 
1 (jore my paper, stabb'd my pec, 
And swore Id never write again ; 
Resolv'd to be a doating fool no more. 
But when my reck'uing 1 began to make, 
I found too long I'd slept, and was too late awake ; 
1 found m'uugrateful Muse, for whose false sake 

■ lo ihit be probably alladn to iu» tuccestful pbji. 
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I did myself undo. 
Had robb'd me of my dearest store. 
My precbiu tinie, my frieods and reputation loo; 
And left me helpless, frieadless, very proud, and poor. 



Reason, wliich in base bonds my folly had enthrall'd, 
I straight to council call'i) ; 
Like some old faithful friend, whom long ngo 
I had cashier'd, to please my flatt'riug fair. 
To me with readineiw he did repair ; 
Express'd much tender cheerfulness, to fiod 
Experience had restor'd hiin to my miiid ; 
And loyally did to me show, 
Hov much himself he did abuse. 
Who credited a flatt'riug, false, destructive, treach'rou 

Muse. 
f I ask'd the causes why I He said, 

Twas never known a Muse e'er staid 
^^^- When Fortune fled ; for Fortune is a bawd 

^^^^L To all the Nine that on Parnassus dwell, 

^^^^1 Where those so fam'd, delightful fnuntaim swell 

^^^^P Of poeiry, which there does ever flow ; 

^^^^^ And where Wit's lusty, shining god 

P Keeps his choice seraglio. 

I So whiht our fortune smiles, our thoughts aspire, 

■ Pleasure and fame's our bus'ness, and desire.' 
^^^■1 Then too, if we find 
^^^^H A promptness in the mind, 
^^^^P The Muse is always ready, always kind, 
^^^^r But if til' old harlot Fortune once denies 

■ Her favour, all our pleasure and rich fancy die; 
P And then th'youug, slippery Jilt, tlie Muse too from ^ 
1 us flies. 



VIH. 

To tlie whole tale I gave attention due ; 

Audas right search into mjself I made, 
I found all he bad iaid 
Was very honest, very true. 
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Oh, how I hujB^g'd my welcome friend ! 
Aod much my Muse I could not discommend ; ' 
For I ne'er liv'd in Fortune's grace, 
She always tum'd her back, and fled from me apace 
And never once vouchsaf d to let me see her face. 
Then to conHrm me more; 
He drew the veil of dotage from my eyes : 
See here, my son (said he), the valu'd prize ; 
Thy fulsome Muse behold, be happy, and be wisc« 
I look'd, and saw the rampant, tawdry quean. 

With a more horrid train 
Than ever yet to satire lent a 4ale, 

Or haunted Chloris in the mall. 
The first was he who stunk of that rank verse 
In which he wrote his Sodom farce*; 
A wretch whom all diseases did so bite. 
That he writ bawdry sure in spite. 
To ruin and disgrace if quite. 
Philosophers of old did so express 
Their art, and shew'd it in their nastiness. 

Next him appeared that blund'ring sotf. 
Who a late Session of the Poets wrote. 
Nature has mark'd him for a heavy fool ; 

By's flat broad face you'll know the owl. 
The other birds have hooted him from light ; 
Much buffeting has made him love the night. 

And only in the dark he strays ; 
Still wretch enouffh to live ; with worse fools spends 
his days; 
And for old shoes and scraps repeats dull plays. 
Then next there follow'd, to make up the throng. 
Lord Lampoon, and Monsieur Song, 
Who sought her love, and promb'd for't 
To make her famous at the court. 
Tlie City-Poet t too was there. 
In a black satin cap and his own hair. 
And begg'd that he might have the honour 
To beget a pageant on her. 
For the city's next lord mayor. 

* Note I. f Lord Rochester. 4 Note XL 

VOL. III. Q 
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Her favours slit to none denied : 
Tliey took her a\l by turns aside. 
Till at the last up in tlie renr there cauic J 

The poet's scaudal, and the niuse'g shame; > 

A beaat of niouBtrousguise, and Libel was his name. J 

But let me pause, for 'twill aak time to tell 
How iie was bom, how bred, and where, and where he 
now does dwell. 

IX. 

He paus'd, and thus renew'd his tale, 

Down in an obscure vale, 
Midsl fogs and fens, whence inbts and vapours rise. 
Where never sun was seen by eyes. 

Under a dcsart wood. 
Which no man own'd, but all wild beasts were bred. 
And kept their horrid dens, by prey far-furag'd fed. 

An ill pil'd cottage stood. 
Built of men's bones, slaughler'd in civil war. 
By magic art brought thither from afar. 

There liVd a widow'd witch. 
That us'd to mumble curses eve and mom. 
Like one whom wants and care had worn* ; 
Meagre her looks, and sunk her eyes. 
Yet mischiefs studied, discords did devise. 
She appear'd humble, but it was her pride: 
Sluw in her speech, in seiublance sanctilied. 
Still when she spoke she meant another way ; 

And when she cuts'd, she seeni'd to pray. 
Her hellish charms had all a holy dress. ~i 

And bore the name of godliness. ^ 

Alt her familiars seem'd the »nns uf peace. ) 

Honest habits they all wore. 
In outward show most lamb-like and divine: 
But inward of all vices Ihey liad store. 
Greedy as wolves, and sensual too as swine. 
Like her, the sacred scriptures they had all by heart, 
Most easily could quate, and turn to any part : 

• Hole m. 
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BackWIkrd repeat it an» as witches prayers do» 

And, for their tnrn, interjMret backward too. 

Idolatry with her was held impure. 
Because, besides herself, no idol she'd endure*. 

Tbo' not to paint, she had arts to change the fjce. 
And alter it in heav'nly fiehion. 

Lewd whining she defin'd a mark of grace. 
And making ugly faces was mortificatioii^ 

Her late dead pander was of well-known fame. 

Old Presbyter Rebellion was lib name : 

She a sworn foe to King, his peace, and laws. 
So will be ever, and was call'd (bless us !) The Good 
Old Cause. 

X. 

A time there was, (a sad one too) 
When all things wore the face of woe. 
When many horrors rag*d in thi«i our land. 
And a destroying angel was sent downf. 

To scourge the pride of this rebellious town. 
He came, and o'er all Britain stretch'd his conqu'ring 
hand. 
Till in th' untrodden streets nnwholesonie grass 
Grew of great stalk, it's colour gross. 
And nieluicholic pois'nous green ; 
Like those coarse sickly weeds ou an old dunghill seen. 
Where some murrain-murtlier'd hog, 
Poison'd cat, or strangled dog. 
In rottenness had long unburied laid. 
And the cold soil productive made. 
Birds of ill omen hover'd in the air. 
And by their cries bad us for graves prepare ; 
And as our destiny they seera'd t' itnfold, 
. Dropt dead of the same fate they had foretold. 
That dire commission ended, down there came 
Another angel with a sword of flame : 

Desolatiofi soon he made. 
And our new Sodom low iu ashes laid. 

• Note IV. t Note V. 

92 
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Distractions and distrusts then did amongst us riH, 
When, ID her pious old disguise, 
Tliis witcb, wilb all her inischief-making train. 
Began to shew lierseir again. 
The sons of old rebellion straight she suinmon'd all ; 
Stmiglit thej were ready at her call r 
Once more th' old bait before their eyes >ihe cast, J 
That and her love they long'd to taste; > 

And to her hist she drew them all at last. } 

So Reuben (we may read of heretofore) 
' Was led astray, and had pollution with his father's whore. 

XI. 
The belter to conceal her lewd intent 
In safety from observing eyes, 
Tb' old strumpet did herself disguise 
In comtly weeds, and to the city went, 
Aflected trulb, much modesty, and grace. 
And (like a worn-out suburb-ltull) past there for a new 
fiice. 
Thither all her lovers flock'd. 
And there for her support she found 
A wight, of whom Fame's trumpet much does sound", 
Willi all ingredients for his bus'ness stock'd: 
Nut unlike bim whose story has a place 
In th' annals of Sir Hudibras. 
Of all her bus'ness he took care, "1 

And ev'ry fool or knave that to her did repair, > 

Had by him admittance there. j 

By bis contrivance, to her did resort 
All who had beeu disgusted at the court. 

Those whose ambition had been crost. 
Or by ill manners had preferments lost. 
Were those on whoin she practis'd most her charms. 
Lay nearest to her heart, and oft'neat in her arms. 
Int'rest in ev'ry factioit, ev'ry sect she sought ; 

And to her lure, flatt'riiig their hopes, she brought 

• NoteVL 
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All those who use religion for a fashion. 

All such as practise forms, and take great pains 

To make their godliness their gains*. 
And thrive by the distractions of a nation. 

She by her art ensnared and fettered in her chains. 

Thro' her the atheist hop'd to purchase toleration. 
The rebel powV, the beggared spendthrift lands^ 
Out of the king's or bishops' hands. 

Nay, to her side at last she drew in all the rude. 
Ungovernable, headlong multitude : 
Promis'd strange liberties, and sure redress 
Of never-felt, unheard-of grievances : 
Pamper'd their follies, and indulg'd their hopes. 

With May'day routs, November squibs, and burning 
pasteboard popes f. 

XII. 

With her in common lust did mingle all the crew. 
Till at the last she pregnant grew. 
And from her womb, in little time, brought forth 
This monstrous, most detested birth {. 
Of children born with teeth we've heard. 
And some, like comets, with a beard. 
Which seem'd to be fore-runners of dire change ; 

But never hitherto was seen. 
Bom from a Wapping drab, or Shoreditch quean, 
A form like this so hideous and so strange. 
To help whose mother in her pains, there cacne 
Many a well-known dame. 
The bawd Hypocrisy was ther^ 
And madam Impudence the fair.: 

Dame Scandad with her squinting eyet{. 
That loves to set good neighbours at debate. 
And raise comuiotions in a jealous state. 
Was there, and Malice, queen of far-spread lies. 
With all their train of Frauds and Forgeries. 

•Note VII. t^ot«VIIL ilibcL 
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But midwife Mutiny, that busy dfab. 
That's always talking, always loud^ 
Was she that first took up the babe. 
And of .the ofiice most was proud. 
Behold it's head of horrid form appears : 
To ^ite the pillory, it liad no ears. 
When straight the bawd cried out, 'twas surely kh^ 
To the blest family of Pryn*. 
But Scandal offer'd to depose her word. 
Or oath, the father was a lord f* 
The nose was ugly, long and big, 
Broad, and snouty like a pig; 
Which shew'd he would m dunghills love to dig 
jLove to cast stinking satires .up in iU-pil'd rhymes. 
And live by the corruptions of unhappy times. 

XIIL 

They promis'd all by turns to take him. 
And a hopeful youth to make him. 
To nurse he straight was sent 
To a sister-witch, tho' of another sort. 
One who profess'd no good, nor any meant : 
AH day she practis'd charms, by night she hardly sTept. 
Yet in the outcasts of a northern factious town^ 
A little smoky mansion of her own. 
Where her familiars to her did resort, 

A cell she kept J : 
Hell she ador'd, and Satan was her god ; 
And many ^n ugly loathsome toad 
CrawFd round her walls, and croak'd. 
Under her roof, all dismal, black and smok'd, 
Harbour'd bekles, and unwholesome bats, 
Sprawlmg nests of little cats: 
All which were imps she cherish'd with her blood. 
To make her spells succeed and good ; 



• Note IX. 

t A tarcasm on lord Rochester. 

t Note X. 
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Still at her nvelFd bretsts they hiiiig» whene'er mankind 
she curs'd*. 
And with these foster-brethren was our monster nurs'd. 
In little time the hell-bred brat 

Gi^wpkimpand&t; 
Without his leading-strings conld walk. 
And (as the sorceress taught him) talk^ 
At seven yean old he went to school. 
Where first he grew a foe to rule. 
Never would he learn as taught. 
But still new ways affected, and new methods sought. 
Not that he wanted parts 
P improve in letters, and proceed m arts; 

But as negligent as sly. 
Of all perverseness brutishly was full, 
(By nature idle) lov'd to shift and lie. 

And was obstinately dull: 
Till spite of nature, thro' great pains, the sot 
(And th' influence of th' ill genius of our land) 
At last in part began to understand. 
Some insight in the Latin tongue he got ; 
Could smatter pretty well, and write too a plain haud^ 
For which his guardians all thought fit. 
In compliment to his most hopefbl wit. 
He should be sent to learn the laws. 
And out of the good old, to raise a damn'd' new caus^ 

XIV. 

In which the better to improve his mind. 
As by nature he was bent 
To search in hidden paths, and thin^ long buried find, 
A wretch's converse much, he did frequent: 
One who this world, as that did him, disown'd. 
And in an unfrequented comer, where 
Nothing was pleasant, hardly healthful, found,. 

He led his hated life. 
Needy, and ev'n of necessaiies bare. 
No servant had he, children, friend, ox wife; 

^ Note XJ. 
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But of a little remnant, got by fraud, 
(For all ill turns he lov'd, all good detested, and believ'd 
no god) 
Thrice in a week he changed a hoarded groat. 

With which of beggars' scraps be bought. 
Theti from a neighboring fduiitaui water got. 
Not to be clean, but slake bis thirst. 
He never blest himself, and all things else he curst. 
The cell in which he (tho' but seldom) slept, 
L2Ly like a den, uncleans'd, unswept : 
.And there those jew el? which he iov'd he kept; 
Old worn-out statutes, and records 
Of commons' privileges, and the rights of lords. 
But bound up by themselves with care were laid 
All the acts, resolves^ and orders made 

By the o^d long Rump-parliament, 
Thro' all the changes of it's government : 
From which with readiness he could debate 
Concerning matters of the state. 
All down from godly forty-one, to .horrid forty-eight 

XV. 

His friendship much our monster sougbt 
By instinct, and by inclination too: 
So without much ado 
They. were together brought. 
To him obedience Libel swore, and by him was he taught: 
He learnt of him all goodness to detest ; 

To be asham'd of no disgrace : 
In all things, but obedience, to be beast ; 
To hide a coward's heart, and show a hardy face. 
He taught him to call government a clog, 
^ But to bear beatings like a dog : 
ir\)Bye no religion, honesty, or sense. 
But to profess them all for a pretence. 
Fraught with these morals, he began 
To complete him more for man : 
Distinguish'd to him in an hour 
Twixt Legislative and Judipial Power ; 

• Note XU. 
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How ^o frame a Comoionwcalth, 
And Democracy by stealth ; 
To palliate it at first, and cry 
Twas but a well-mixt Monarchy. 
And Treason Salus Papuii: 
Into rebellion to divide the nation. 
By fiair Committees of Association ; 
How by a lawful means to bring 
In arms against himself the Ki^g, 
With a distinguishing old trick, 
Twixt persons Natural, and Politic*; 
How to make faithful servants traitors, 

Thorough-pac'd rebels legislators. 
And at last troopers adjutators. 
Thus well-inform'd, and fumish'd with enough 
Of such like wordy canting stuff. 
Our blade set forth, and quickly grew 
A leader in a factious crew. 
Where'er he came, 'twas he first silence broke. 
And swell'd with ev'ry workhe spoke: 
By which becoming saucy grace. 
He gain'd authority and place : 
By many for preferments was thought fit. 
For talking treason without fear or wit : 
For opening failings in the state : 
For loving noisy and -unsound debate. 
And wearing of a mystical green ribband in his hatf 

XVI. 

Thus, like Alcides in his lion's skin. 

He very dreadful grew ; 
. But, like that Hercules when love crept in. 
And th' hero to his distaff drew. 
His foes that found him saw he was but man : 
So when my faithless Clio by her snare 
^ad .brought l|im to her arms, and I surprised Jiim there. 
At once to hate and scorn him I began ; 

P Note XHL t Note XIV. 
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To see how fooli^ibly slie hud drest. 
And for diversion trick'd the beuat. 
He was poetry nil o'er. 
On ev'ry side, beliind, before : 
About liiui nothing could I see. 
But parly-colour"d poetry. 
Painter's advices, letantes. 
Ballade, and aU the spurious excesi 
Of ills that malice could devise. 
Or ever swarm'd from a liceutiuu^ press. 
Hung round about him like a spell : 
And in his own hand too was writ 
That worthy piece of modem wit. 
The Country's l^e Appeal*. 
But from such ills when will our wwlched state 
Be freed ? and who shall crush this serpent's head? 
"Tis said we may in ancient legends read 
Of a huge dragon, sent by fiite 
To lay a suifiri kingdom waste: 
So thro' it all lie rang'd, devouring as he past. 
And each day witb a virgin broke his fasl-^: 
Till wretched matrons curs'd iheir w 
So hardly was tliur loss endur'd: 
The lovers all despair'd, and sought their tomb* 
In the same mouster's jaws, and of their pains were cur'd. 
Till, like our monater too, and wilb the sauie 
Curst ends, Ut the metropolis he came. 
His cruelties renew'd again. 
And ev'ry day a maid was slain. 
The curse thro' ev'ry family bad past; 

When to the sacrifice at last 
Th' unhappy monarch's nnly child must bow : 
A royal daughter needs must aulier then, a Royal Brother 
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XVIf. 

On him this dragon Libel needs will prey; 
On him has cast 
His sordid venom, and proian'd 
With spurious verse his spotless fame; 
Which shall for ever stand 
Unblemished, and to ages last. 
When all his foes lie buried in their shame. 
Else tell me why (some prophet that is wise) 
Heaven took such care 
To make him ev'ry thing that's rare. 
Dear to the heart, desirous to the eyes? 
Why do all good men bless him as he goes ? 
Why at his presence shrink his foes 1 
Why do the brave all strive hb honour to defend 1 
Why thro' the world is he distinguished most 

By titles, which but few can boast, 
A most just master, and a faithful friend? 
One who never yet did wrong 
To high or low, to old or young T 
Of him what orphan can complain ? 
Of him what widow make her moan t 
But such as wish him here again. 
And miss his goodness now he's gone. 
If this be (as I am sure 'tis) true. 
Then pr'ythee, prophet, tell me too. 
Why lives he in the world's esteem. 
Not one man's foe? and why then are not all men friends 
withhim^? 

XVIII. 

Whene'er hb life was set at &take 
For his ungratefiil country's sake. 
What dangers or what labours did he ever ihunf 
Or what wonders has not done ? 

• Note XVQ. 
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Watchful all Dight, and busy all the day, 
(Spreading his &eel in sight of Hollana's shore) 
Triumplianlly ye saw his flags aud streamers play. 
Then did the English lion roar. 
Whilst the Belgian couchaot lay*. 
Big with the thoughts of cooquest and renown, 

Of Britain's hononr, and his own. 
To lliem he like a thieat'iiing comet shin'd. 
Rough as ihe sea, and furious as the wind : 
But constant as the Btars that never move ; 
Or as women would have love. 
The trembling genius of their stale 
Loiik'd oui, and straight shrunk hack his head. 
To see our daring banners spread. 
Whilst iu their harbours they ^ 

Like batten'd monsters welfring lay : ( 

The winds, when our'ji they'd kiss'd.scorn'd with their f 
flags to play. j 

But drooping like their captains' hearts, 
Elach pendant, ev'ry streamer hung; 
The seamen seeni'd t'have lost their arts: 
Their ships at anchors now, of which we had heard them 

With ill-furl'd sailj, and rattluigs loose, by ev'ry billon 

Lay like neglected burps, untun'd, unstruug; 

Till at the last, provok'd with shame. 
Forth from their dens the baited foxes came: 
Foxes in council, and in fight too grave ; 
Seldom true, and now not brave. 
They hlusler'd out ihe day with shew of fight. 
And run away in the good-nalur'd night. 

XIX. 

A bloody batik next was fought, 1 

And then in Iriuutph home a welcome fleet he brought, > 

With spoils of victory, and glory fraught. J 

• Now XVlll. 
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To him tlien ev'ry heart was opeD» down 

From the great man to the clown ; ' 

In him rejoic'd, to him incHn'd : 
And as his health round the glad board did \^s\ 
Each honest fellow cried, FUlfull my glasi! 

And shew'd the fullness of his mind. 
No discontented Termhi of ill times 

Durst then affront him but in show ; 
Nor libel dash him with his dirty rhymes : 
Nor may he live in peace that does it now. 

And whose heart would not wish so too^ 
That had but seen 
When his tumultuous misled foes 

Against him rose. 

With what heroic grace 
He chose the weight of wrong to undergo 1 
No tempest on his brow, unaltered in his &ce. 
True witness of the innocence within. 
But when .the messengers did mandates bring 

For his retreat to foreign land. 
Since sent from the relenting hand 
Of the most loving Brother, kindest King*, 

If in his heart regret did rise. 

It never 'scap'd his tongue or eyes ; 

With steady virtue 'twas allay'd. 
And like a mighty conqu'ror, he obey'd. 

XX. 

It was a dark and gloomy day. 

Sad as the bus'ness, sullen too. 

As proud men, when in vain they woo, 

Or soldiers cheated of their payf. 

The court, where pleasures us'd to flow. 

Became the scene of mourning and of woe. 
Desolate was ev'ry rooni. 

Where men for news and bus'ness use to come. 

• Note XIX. 

t Hmid iatstftrtui fojyor^ might the poet I817. 
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With folded arms and down-cast eyes men wal&'d 
In corners, and with caution talk'd. 
All things prepar'd, the hour drew near 
Wjien he roust part: his last short time was spent 
In leaving blessings on his children dear. 
To them with eager haste and loye he went: 
The eldest first embrac'd. 
As new*bom day in beauty bright. 
But sad in mind as deepest night. 
What tend'rest hearts could say, betwixt them past; 
T|ll grief too close upon them crept : 
So sighing he withdrew, she turn'd away and wept. 
Much of the father in his breast did rise» 

When on the next he fix'd his eyes^ 
A tender infant in the nurse's arms^ 

Full of kind play and pretty charms. 
And as to give the farewell kiss he near it drew^ 
About his manly neck two little arms it threw ; 
Smird in his eyes, as if it begg'd his stay^ 
And look'd kind things it could not say. 

XXI. 

But the great pomp of grief was yet to come. 

Th' appointed time was almost past, 
Th' impatient tides knock'd at the shore, and bid him haste 
To seek a foreign home. 

The summons he resolved fobey; 
' Disdaining of his suff Ving to complaini^ 

Tho' ev'ry step seemed trod with pain: 
So forth he came, attended on his way 

By a sad lamenting throng. 

That blest him, and about him hung: 
A weight his gen'rous heart could hardly bear; 

But for the comfort that was n^ar. 
His beauteous mate, the fountain of hb joys^ 

That fed his soul with love ; 
The cordial that can mortal pains remove^ 
To which all worldly blessings else are to^s. 
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I saw them ready for departure stand. 

Just when approached the monarcli of our land. 

And took the charming mourner by the hand. 

T* express all noblest offices he strove. 

Of royal goodness, and a lirother's love. 

Then down to the shore-side, 
Where, to convey them, did two royal barges ride. 

With solemn pace they past : 

And there so tenderly embrac'd^ 
AU grieved by svmpathy to see them part. 
And their kind pains touch'd each by-stander's heart^. 

Then hand in hand the pitied pair 

Tnm'd round, to face their fate :. 

She, ey/^n amidst afilictions, fair ; 

He, tho' opprest, still great. 
Into th* expecting boat with haste they went ; 
Where, as the troubled fair one to the shore «ome wishes 
sent. 

For that dear pledge she had left behind. 
And as her passion grew too mighty for her mind. 

She of some tears her eyes beguil'd ; 

Which, as upon her cheek they lay. 

The happy hero kiss'd away ; 
And, as she wept, blush'd with disdain, and smil'd. 
Straight forth they launch into the high-swoln Thames : 
The well-struck oars lave up the yielding streams. 
All fix'd their longing eyes, and wishing stood, 
Tili they were got into the wider flood; 
Till lessened out of sight, and seen no more: 
Then figh'd, and tum'd into the hated shore. 

• Note XX. 
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Note I. 

Thefirtt toot he who stunk of that rank verse 
In which he wrote his Sodomfarce, 

Stan. 8, p. 225. 

This infamous piece, which is destitute even of wit to pal- 
liate it's gross and abominable indecency, was written; by 

Fishbourne, belonging to one of the mns of court. It 

was printed in 1680; and bore the initials £. R. the publisher 
being desirous it should pass for a work of lord Rochester. 
This was so highly resented by the noble lord, that he wrote 
a satire upon Uie author, which, in point of grossness, can- 
not fall far beneath the play he disclaims. 

Note ir. 

The City-Foet too was there. 
In a black satin cap and his own hair, ifc. 

Stan. 8, p. 225. 

This was Elkanah Settle, an niithor whose works, though 
now almost forgotten, obtained, at one time, popularity su^ 
ficient to raise the spleen of Dryden. He became laureat 
to the city, and in that capacity composed pageants, or dra- 
matic exhibhions for the lord mayor; an account of which 
may be seen in the ** Biographia Dramatica.'' His various 
changes of party, more tlmn his defect of poetical talent, 
exposed him to the contempt and ridicule of his con- 
temporaries. He distinguished himself greatly at a pope* 
burning, which will be mentioned in a following note, and 
was afterwards reduced to be assistant at a puppet-show in 
Bartholomew-fair; where, having a turn for ingenious me- 
chanism, he contrived a green case, in vrhich he acted the 
part of a dragon. He died in the Chartei^house in 1724* 
His black satin cap, which concealed a portion of his d9rk 
hair, is likewise alluded to by the correspondent in the 
Gentleman's Magazine: '' Master Elkanah Settle, the city- 
poet, I knew, with his short-cat band, a«d satin cap." 
Gent, Mag, for 1745. 
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Note m. 

I%ert lh*d a widowed witchf 
i%at uid to mumble curtet eve and mom^ 
Like one whom wantt andcare had worn, SfC, 

Stan. 9, p. 9!96. 

Thb (fesbription is mach in Spensei's manner: 

There in a gloomy hollow glen bhe found 
A little cottage built of stickes and reedea^ 
In homely wize, and wald with sods around; 
In which a witch did dwell in loathly weedes 
And wilful want, all carelesse of her needes; 
So choosing solitarie to abide, 
Far from all neighbours, that her divelish deedes - 
And hellish arts from people she might hide. 

And hurt far off unknowne whomever she envide. 

Faay Qmeene^ h. S, c. 7. 

Her face most fowle and fillh^ was to see. 
With squinted eyes contranc wayes intended^ 
And loathly mouth, unmeete a mouth to bee. 
That nought but gall and venim comprehended. 
And wicked wordes that God and man offended: 
Hier lying tongue was in two parts divided. 
And both the parts did speake, and both contended; 
And as her tongue, so was her hart discidcd, 

That never thoght one thing, but doubly stil was guided. 

B. 4, c. 1. 

Note IV. 

IdoUtiy with her was held impure^ 
Becmue, besidei herself, no idol ihe*d endute, 

Stan. 9, p. 32r. 

This, as well as the rest of the description, applies to the 
presbyterian sect, which constituted tne chief strength of 
the party opposed to Charles I. The verse quoted calls to 
mind the expression of Oliver. Cromwell respecting the pres* 
bytenans: ** i am the only man," he wa«» often hwd to say, 
** who has known how to subdue that insolent sect, which 
can suffer none but itself.'' 

The presb^terians had the reputation of being the most 

TOL. III. B 
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bitter enemies^ and strenuous opposers of the kindy nama 
and office. In a tract, printed in 1681, they are described 
•as the first criers out against al'bttrary government. *' Who 
was it that animated the people to take up arms, for defence 
of liberty and property, against tlie king? iThe very same 
(the presbyterians). Who maintained, continued, and 
finished the war, and the tragedy of the king^t mu^er? The 
sariie men, though now they had gotten new frocks and 
vizards on, and called themselves imlependeBts, or copgir^ 
gational churchmen; a name that comprelicnded all sect# 
and opinions.'^ — 2'Ae complaint ofUberty andproperiy agahitt 
arbitrary government. Somer^ Traett. 

Note V. 

A d^rogfing angel vat mnt down 

To scourge ike pride of this rebellious town^ ^c. 

Stan. 10, p. ^7. 

That dire commission ended, dooin there came 
Another angel with a sword of fiame. P. fi37« 

The first distich refers to the plague which visited London 
in 1665: it's dreadful effects are described in the succeeding 
verses. It is stated, that about 100,000 persons were destroyed 
by this calamity. The parliament was held at Oxford, and 
the city was deserted by all who were able to leave it: so 
that grass actually grew in some of the streets. The latter 
verse alludes to tne great fire which broke out on the '3d 
September in the following year; and, as the poet proceeds 
to mention, gave rise to new dissentions, and awakened the 
popular prejudice a{;ainst the catholics, who were loaded 
with ttie mfamy of originating it. Qtway seems to adopt the 
tory doctrine, that it was a visitation from heaven, on account 
of the sins of the nation, especially tlie Londoners, and th« 
crimes committed during the civil war and oommonwealtb. 

Note VI. 

And therefor her support she found 
A wight, of whom Fames trumpet much does sound, ^c, 

Stan. 11, p. 338. 

Who was designed in this description, is not clear from' the 
text. It might probably be sir William Waller, son of die 
famous parlifunentary general. He was a justice of the 
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:ft&ot, find rendered himself notorious fbi* his leal agEunst 
dojpory, destroying popish chapels, and diBOOvering of plots. 
:His condnual searchiDgii after priests, obtained him the title 
of the priest^ctUcher, 

Note vn. 

All those who use religion for afasiAfkf 
All such as vrw^ise forms, and take great pain* 
To make their godUnea their gains, 

Stan. 11^ p. 239. 

The oatward semblance of religion was, at the period re- 
^ibved to, successfully employed tocloke the most criminal and 
j&ngerous purposes. This passage applies to the whig party, 
and especially to their leader, lord Shaftesbury, whose hypo- 
crisy Dryden exposes in the ** Medal:*' 

He cast himself into the saint-Uke mould; 

Groaned, sighed, and pra/d, while godliness was gain. 

The loudest bagpipe of the squeaking train. 

Note VIII. 

Pampet'd their folliesy and indulged their hcpm. 
With May^y routs, November squiifs, and wmingpagte- 
board popes, 

Stan. 11, p. S89. 

During the rage and acrimony which characterize the 
^politics of the latter part of Charles the Second's rtign, eveiy 
expedient was anxiously sought by the leaders of the whig fao- 
tion, to support their influence over tlie populace, and iimame 
the nation agiuust popery. Besides commemorating the dis- 
covery of the gunpowder-plot, by bonBres, fireworks, and 
other tokens of rejoicing, the ceremony of pope-burning, 
which took place with all possible solemnity on the 17tn 
November, being the anniversary of queen Elizabeth's coro- 
nation, became a powerful engiue in favour of the whigs. 
Vast sums of money were sometimes expended on these 
occasions, particularly in 1679, the year after the popish 
plot, when, the effigy of sir Edmondsbury Godfi^y, and all 
the oaraphemalia of blooHy massacre, as described in the 
wild tales of Titus Oatei and his associates, formed part of 

Ji2 
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tLe procMMOn. [See an engraved representation of thh pro- 
ceision in Walter Scotl'« Oryden, vul. 6.] It was on thi* 
occasion that Elkanab Settle, of whom mention has been 
made in a preceding note, distin^ui sited liimseir, under tbc 
Wispices of lus new patron, the earl of Shaftesbury. 

Note IX. 

To ipile the pillory, it had no cars. 
When ilraight the bawii cried out, 'laas lartli/ kia 
To the blttt family ofPrt/n. 

Stan. IS, p. 330. 

William Prynno, a moat voluminous writer, of whom Wood 

MJtf " I verily believe, if rightly i:omputed, he wrote a sheet 

for every day of his life, reckoning Ironi the time when he 

, eune to the age of renM>n and the stateofman." He was the 
author of the Ilistriomatttii ; in which, among other censures 
of dramatic amoseraenls, he calls " womcQ actors, notorious 
whorcB." It happened, unfortunately, tlint UenrietCo-Mntia, 
Queen of Charles I. had, avery short time before, supported 
m character in a pastor^ at Somerset House. Prynne wiu, 
for ibis insult, nrosecuied in tlie court of Star-chamber, and 
sentenced " to be lined JOOO/. to the king, enpelled the uni- 
veruty of Oxford and Lincoln's Inn, degmdeit, and disen- 
•bled from his profession in the laws, to stand in the pillory, 

■ first in tlie Palnce-yard in Westminster, and tliree days after 
in Cheapside, in each place to lose atl ear, (though this part 
of the censure nas muchmodemied in ibe execution) lohave 
fiis book called Ilistriomastix publicly burnt before bis face 
by the hand of the hangman, and remain priMner during 
life." This severity did not restrain him Irora a similar 
offence. Ue was again convicted In the same court, aod 
■entenced to lose the remainder of his ears in the piliory, 
and be branded with the letters S. L, (schismatical libeller) 
&c. He died 34ih October, 16r>!i. The following verses are 
port of what were designed for his epitaph ; 
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Who testleos ran thro' thick and thin. 

His brains career were never stopping, 

But pen with rlicunie of gall still droppi 

Till hand o'er head bniuglit ears to crop 

Atben, Or. vol. 
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Note X. 

Yet in the outcoitt <fa northern factiom (mm 
A little tmokji mansion of her own. 
Where her familiar t to her did reeort, 
A celt the kept, 4^, 

Suui. as» p. SSO. 

The allegory 18 here so 6aA as to be unintelligble. By the 
sister-witch, may be meant the covenanters of ^otlandy who 
in 1679, on the anniversary of the restoration, rose at Rather^ 
l^en, a small town near Glasgow, and after committing 
several oatrages, possessed themselves of that citv. They were 
aftierwards roated at BpthweU-bridge, by the ouke of Mon- 
mootli. 

Note XI. 

- AU which were impi the cherith*d with her hkod, 

lb make hertpelk euoceed and good: 
Still at her rimeXfd breattt they hung, whem^er mankind ska 
eurid. 

Stan. Id, p. SSI. 

" And as she lay upon the durtie ground, 
Her huge long taile her den all overspred; 
Yet was in knots and many boughtes apwoniidy 
Pointed with mortall sting: of Mr there bred 
A thousand yong ones, voiich she dayly fed, 
Suckine upon h^ poisnous dugs; each one 
Of sundrie shapes, yet fdl iU-fitvored: 
Soone as thait uncouth light upon them shone. 
Into her mouth they crept, and soddain all were gone.' 



QiMeii^ b. 1, c 1. 



Note Xn. 
gqdlyfortyone, to 



1^. 14, p. SSS, 

' In 1041, the dissentions between the king and the pariia* 
mtot grew to their acme ; and in 1648, Uie dvil war was 
tenniiuited by the dethronement and death of the monarch. 
AUosion WM continually made to these events by the tones. 



who charged their antagonists with similar designs. In 1680^ 
,(th^ year when this poem appeared^ these bye-words were 
most frequently employed; the factions of eighty heing oooip 
pared with those dfforty-^mef and the people warned of itn ap- 
pro2LchiDg forty-^ight. Dryden alludes to this custom in on^ 
of his occasional prologues : 

** The style of forty-one our poets write, 
x\od you are grown to ^udge iikeybr^y-e^A^.^ 

Note XIIL 

jRow hy a lawfut meam to brh^ 
h arym agaiiut hinuelf tM king. 
With a distinguiihing old trick, 
^Twixt persons Natural, and Politic, Sfc, 

Staip. 15, p. 2dd» 

When time ditooirered thie danigerons designs of ihoBie n^o* 
taries, who conspired to overthrow the constitutioo, and to 
estabUsb, inik's ste&d, a wild government of their own; tbek 
despicable cant, and afiected phraseology, becaine the com- 
mon topic of rif^cule. It was this which chiefly contributed 
to the popularity of ^' Hudibras;'' a timely satire, produc- 
tive of mcalculable benefit to the royal cause. It^is 6bvi6us 
that, iu this part of the poem, Otway has imitat^ Butler 
^oth in style and subject. [Hudibras, part i. canto ill The 
parliament, however, derived great adivantage flnom their hy- 
pocritical jaigon, and those subtle distinctions by which they 
separated the king*^ hainr^l from }n9 political ehluracter. By 
these expedients they blinded the J^ple^ and while they 
furiously levied war ag^nst the tiefson of the kiiig, they 
affcfctM to treat h{ni, th his political capacity, as joio^ wit^ 
the parfiament, witfi respect. 

Note XIV. 

t^r hmng noisy and un§ound debate. 
And meanng of a mystical green ribband in his hat. 

Stan. 15, p. 233. 

When tlie natioil b divided into Actions, party distinctie«s 
Are fceldom wamiM to peipetuate them. Ibe green ribbofe 
was the erableol of SlumesiMii^'s party, as the red was ofthe 
tories. North gives the following account ofthe green-ribboo 
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idttb^ ^ tUs was ^ elub ori^fiaUy called the Km^sHeMl 
Club. The gentlemen of that worthy socie^ held ihe^ evett^ 
ing sessions continually at the King's Head tavern, over against 
the Inner-Temple gate. But upoo occasion of the signal of a 
green ribbon agreed to be worn in their hats^ in the- days of 
stneet-engagements, like the coats of arms of valiant knigbts 
of old, whereby all the warriors of that society might be 
disliBguished, and not mistake friends for enemies; they were 
called also the Green Ribbon Club. Their seat was in a sort 
of ciir-£^ur aS Chancery-lane-ted; a c^itre of basioess aiul 
company most proper for sucli anglers of fools. The hooio 
was donble balconied in the frqnt, as may be yet seeB> Sof 
Iht ciabstera to isswe ^rth infreseQ, with hats and no por 
fQilcies; pipes in their months, merry &ces» and dUuted 
dnoatSi for vocal encouragement of toe conqg/ia beli^Wy at 
bonfires^ on utaii and ttiuiaiial occa6ioDs.''-^JK4W>BM« 

Note XV. 

And in his own hand too was writ 
That worthy piece of modem wit. 
The Country*8 late Appeal. 

Stan. 16, ^. 334. 

^ The Appeal from the Country to the City,** was a pam- 
l^el of the most violent kind, written by Robert^ Fei^uaon, 
8ie cdebrated plotter, and one of lord Shaftesbury's coad- 
jutors. The object of the work, was to prejudice the natioti 
9psjnst,tl)eduke of York, by all the common-place invectives 
l|fMnst p<n>ery, and arbitrary government; and to ni^ the 
Justice and policy of placing i& duke of Monmouth next in 
iiuccession to the throne. 



Note XVI. 

'7Y» said we may m anakmJt legends read 
W a huge ^ftM/m% sent, by fate 
Toltwit sif^T kingdom waste : "^ 

So thro^ it all he ranf^d^ £oouring as he past, > 

And each day wtth a virgin Srok^ his fyst. j 

Stan. Id, p. 234. 

The draipn slain W St. George, and the rescue of Sa- 
io^ tbe ponoesi of t^^t xel^ted in the wiMtnoM hit- 
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toiT of the ** Seven .Gluimpipns of Englaody'' are here nIfcjBr 
reato-bjr thepoet. 

Note XVH. 

« 

Why lives he in the workTs esteem^ ^ 

Not one man's foe f and why then are not all men friends miik 
himf 

Stan. 17, p. S95. 

O^iiray, in this delineation of the dake of York's character, 
has chosen the topics of praise with due regard to tmch, 
Which 4ie, like other writers who are anxioas to gain or lecave 
a natron, often disregards in his dedications. The bravtfj 
which the duke displayed an the early part of his life, mt 
steadiness and sincentv of his friendships, and the amiable* 
ness of his domestic character,' aU whido are allowed emi Jiy 
his enemies, are properly made the principal features in the 
portrait. In his suhsequent life, Readiness and resolution 
deserted him, when he had most need of them. 

Note XVnL 

. . Then did the English lion roar^ 
While the Bel^an couchant Unf^ S^. 

Stan.18, |i..t96. 

In 1664y war lyas 4®cl^i^ against the United Provinces^ 
^find the duke proceeded to the coast of Holland^ |wit£ 114 
,ships of war, besides fire-ships. He encountered the Dkitcfa 
ifleei^ commanded by Obdam, and fought the bloody battUg 
inentibned in the succeeding stanza, on tlie 3d of June, 1665* 
Obdam's ship blew up,' and nineteen others were sunk or 
taken. The victors returned to port with the loss of only 
one ship, and Admiral Lawsou; who died shortly after of his 
wounds. 

Note XIX. 

Bui when the messengers did mandates bring 
For his retreat $o foreign land. 
Since sent from the relenttnf hand 
Of the most uving Brother, kmdest King. 

Stan. 19, p. $S7» 

Tb^ cpmmotion which the popish plot excited in Ei^land, 
and the danger to whicb'tlie lung saw himself exposed fi«^ 
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Jt*s astonishing inflaence apon men*s minds, aroused all his 
•neripes to meet a crisis so pregnant with difficulty. As a 
preparatory measure, he desirra his brother to withdraw 
from the country; that it might not be supposed his mea- 
sures were influenced by one whose character and religion 
were so unpopular. The duke, fearful that so sudden a re- 
treat would imply a consciousness of guilt, requested ao 
order, signed by the king; w^ich was complied with. The 
king expressing his sorrow that it shguld be necessary for the 
duke's good, and his own service; and declaring that no 
absence, nor any thing else, should alter his favourable senti- 
ments. The duke retired first to Holland, thence to Brus- 
•els. 

Note XX. 

Atul there to tenderfy embrat^d^ 
AU griev'd by sympathy to tee them part, 
And their kina paint touched ^ach hy-'Stander't heart, 

Stan. SI, p. 939. 

Otway appears, from a preceding verse, to have been pre* 
sent at the parting of the two brothers, and therefore, pro- 
l>ably describes tlie scene with accuracy ; although it diners 
from the report of otl^er authors*. In the second part of 
<< Absalom and Acljitophely'' the same scene is still more 
pathetically painted t 

Thus he, who^ prodigal of blood and ease, 

A royal life exposed to winds and seas, 

At once contending with the waves and fire. 

And heading danger in the wars of Tyre, 

Inglorious now forsakes his native sand. 

And, like an exile, quits the promis'd land. 

Onr monarch scarce from piesnng tears refhuMy - 

And painfully liis royal state maintains. 

Who now, embracing on th' extremest shore, 

Almost revakes what he enjoin'd before. 

* Burnet layt, ** the duke was sent away upon very short 
/wanung, not without many tears shed by him at parting, though 
^he king shed none." 

Hist. •/ bit OnmTmtt9^6LvL 
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JN A MONUMENT TO OUE LATE SOVEEEIGN 

KING CHARLES IL 

0¥ BVBR BLESSED MEMORY. 



Dumjuga motUia aper, JlmioB dum piicii amabU, 
Iktmque ihymo poicentwr apes, dum rwe cicada: 
Semper Hanoe, Namenfue tuum, Laudee^ mam^umi. 

Si C€mmu$ sylvat, tyhte Hnt Comule dignee, 

VIRGIL, £CL. IV. & y. 
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TuK unexpected death of Charies IL at a crisb of 
e&treme delicacy, caused a deep sensation throughout 
the empire. It was generally believed that he was then 
intent upon introducing a change into the system of his 
government, from which the moderate advocates of 
constitutional freedom augured the mast happy results. 
The sudden disappointment of these flattering expecta^ 
tions, more than regard for his memory and virtues, 
excited in the nation a sympathy in those tributes of 
sorrow effused upon that event, mingled as they were 
with lavish encomiums upon the character of the de- 
ceased monarch, which rigid justice could not approve. 
Otway, among a multitude of other writers*, contri- 
buted the following poem upon this occasion, in which 
be encountered the formidable rivalry of the laureat : 
for although the " Threnodia AugusUduT does not 
rank among the happiest efforts of Dryden's amazing 
powers, it must repel to a considerable dbtance the 
work of a competitor, who, in his lesser productions, 
boasts so little embellnhment as Otway. The latter, 
however, ha» chosen with most art, the mode by which 
he conveys his eulogy. A. paem^ barren of topics, but 
those of grief for a deceased, and gratulation to a 

* Duke, Otway's friend, wm among the nnmber. 
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living monarch, must owe it's chief af factions i6^ the 
excellence of the verse. In *' Windsor Castle/^ the 
description of t>is cekbrfttecl ,regal a|>Qde; it's antiquity ; 
the splendid scenes which passed within it's walls, when 
chivalry was employed -£» other purposes than to be- 
stow an empty distraction ; concur with the design of 
the poet, and admit without impropriety the praises of 
Charles, who bad repaired and greatly adorned th& 
noble atruetuse. >Mttch cannot be said in praise of tlie 
csti^ention of this poem. Otway was lio master of ver^ 
lifi^AtiQn. His lines aore careteM^ and weakened by ex« 
pktijims. Sir John Dcnham bas, evidently, not been 
unndficed by our .poet ; f$a, betides- tbe affinity between 
the two subjects, there appears a pecuKarity in the 
opening lines of tlua work, which remarkably charac- 
teciaes^ the pod;ry of *' Coc^r's Hill/' 

Althoagh the true clmraeter of a prince is not 
oxpedfd to be found in works of this kind, some re- 
gard to truth should- still be maintained. The panegy- 
rioaicm Charles are not less extravagant than the more 
exessaUe -ftittery of the reigning monarch. Of the 
fMrmerhe ^ixju^ 

But he for sway seem'd so by nature made. 
That his own passions knew him and obeyed. 

Such a lentimeiil applied tp one notoriously the jJnn 
ff^bb.patuons, isrf uabio|^ even flattery a little too far. 

When.it is ,recoUeat<ed that this piece was composed 
l^y Otway a v^i^ abort time previousto his prematun 
death, our feelings are inevitably^ moved by the allusion 
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to hb dbtressfol circumstances in his address to tlie 
muse: 

Thou kind dissolver of encroaching care 
And ease of evVy bitter weight I bear, 
Keep from my soul repining.— 

The death of Charles II. took place on the 6th of 
February, 1684-5, and Otway died on the 14th of 
April following. 



to THB 
Immortal F4ME of our late dread sovER£tGN% 

KING CHARLES IL 

OF BVER BLESSED MEMORY; 

AND TO THE 
SACRED MAJESTY OF THE MOST AUGUST AND ICIGIITT PRINCC, 

JAMES II. 

KOW, BY THE GRACE OF GOD, 

KING OF ENGLAND, SCOTLAND, FRANCE, AND 

IRELAND, 

DEFENDER OF THE FAITH, &c. 

THIS FOLLOWING POEM 

IS IN ALL HUMILITY 

DEDICATED, 

BY HIS EVER DEVOTED, 
AND OBEDIENT SUBJECT AND SERVANT/ 

THO. OTWAY. 
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Tho' poets immortality may give. 

And Troy does still m HomePs numbers live; 

How dare I touch thv praise, thou glorious frame. 

Which must be deathless as thy raiser's name* : 

But that I, wanting (ame, am sure of thine 

To eternize this humble song of mine? 

At least the mem*ry of that more than man. 

From whose vast mind thy glories first began. 

Shall ev'n my mean and worthless verse commend. 

For wonders always did his name attend. 

Tlio* now, alas ! in the sad grave he lies. 

Yet shall his praise for ever live, and laurels from it rise. 

Great were the toils attending the command 
Of an ungrateful and stiff-necked land. 
Which, grown too wanton, 'cause 'twas over-blest. 
Would never give it's nursing father rest ; 



• The fortress of Windsor was ot-iginally built by William the 
Conqueror, (though Denham refers it*s origin to the fabulous 
ases of Brute and kinr Arthur) ; and was improved by his son 
Henry I. John residcn there, and was besieged in it by the 
Barons. Windsor being the birth-place of Edward IIL, the Castle 
it indebted to him for it's ^ndeur and extent. Succeeding Mo- 
narchs made various additions and improvements. In thie civil 
wars, it became the prison of Charles L and was despoiled of the 
ornaments he had bestowed upon it. After his restoration, 
Cliarles II. repaired and embellished the whole sthicture, decorated 
the apartments with a variety of painting*, establislied a itiaga- 
sine of arms, and continued the terrace round the east and south 
sides of the u^per court. £, [This letted will distinguish the notes 
m this poem supplied by the present Editor.] 
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Buty having spoil'd the edge of ill-forged law. 

By rods and axes had been kept in awe; 

But that his gracious hand the sceptre held. 

In all the arts of mildly guiding skill'd; 

Who saw those engines which unhing'd us move, 

Griev'd at our follies with a father's love ; 

Knew the vile ways we did f afflict him take. 

And watch'd what haste we did to ruin make: 

Yet when upon it's brink we seem'd to stand. 

Lent to our succour a forgiving hand; 

Tho' now, alas ! in the sad grave he lies. 

Yet shall his praise forever live, and laurels thence arise. 

Mercy's indeed the attribute of heaven. 
For gods have pow'r to keep the balance even : 
Which if kings loose, how can they govern well? 
Mercy should pardon, but the sword compel : 
Compassion's else a kingdom's greatest harm. 
It's warmth engenders rebels till they swarm ; 
And round the throne themsf Ives in tumults spread. 
To heave the crown from a long sufTrer^s head. 
By example this that godlike king once knew. 
And after, by experience, found too true. 
Under Philistian lords we long had moum'd ; 
When he, our great deliverer, retum'd ; 
But thence the deluge of our tears did eease. 
The royal dove shew'd us such marks of peace : 
And when thb land in blood he might have laid. 
Brought balsam for the wounds ourselves had made. 
Tho' now, alas! in the sad grave he lies. 
Yet shall his praise for ever live, and laurels from it rise. 

Then matrons bless'd him as he pass'd along. 
And triumph echo'd thro' th' enfranchis'd throng: 
On his each hand his royal brothers shone. 
Like two supporters of Great Britain's throne: 
The first* fo^ deeds of arms, renown'd as far 
As idme e'er flew to tell great talcs of war; 

* The dttk* of York, who now filled the tbrone.^i:. 
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Of nature gen'rous, and of stedfast mind. 

To flatf ry deaf, but ne'er to merit blind, 

Reserv'd m pleasures, but iu dangers bold. 

Youthful in actions, and in conduct old. 

True to his friends, and watchful o'er his foes. 

And a just value upon each bestows: 

Slow to condemn, nor partial to commend. 

The brave man's patron, and the wrong'd man's friend; 

Now justly seated on th* imperial throne. 

In which high sphere no brighter star e'er shone: 

Virtue's great pattern, and rebellion's dread. 

Long may he live to bniise that serpent's head. 

Till all his foes their just confusion meet. 

And growl and pinelieneath his mighty feet! 

The second*, for debates in council fit. 
Of steady judgment and deep piercing wit ; 
To all the noblest heights of learning bred, 
Botb men and books with curious search had read; 
Fathom'd the ancient policies of Greece, 
And having form'd from all one curious piece. 
Learnt thence what springs "best move and guide a state. 
And could with ease direct the heavy weight 
But our then angry fate great Glo'ster seiz'd. 
And never since seem'd perfectly appea^t^d : 
For oh ! what pity, people blest as we 
With plenty, peace, and noble liberty. 
Should so much of our old disease retain^ 
To make us surfeit hito slai^es again ! 
slaves to thosie tyrant-lords whose yoke we bore. 
And serv'd so base a bondage to before. 
Yet 'twas our curse, 4hat blessings flow'd too fast. 
Or we had appetites too coarse to taste: 
Fond Israelites, our manna to refiise. 
And Egypt^s loathsome flesh-pots mnrm'ring choose. 
Great Charles saw this, yet hnshM his rising breas^ 
Tho' much the lion in his bosom prest : 

* The duke of Glocester, a prince of very promiBiag talcott; 
uniting the best qualities of both his brothers. He cUm of thp 
smaU-poz in the 20th year of his age.— j^ 



3S2 



"VrNDSQIt CASTLl, 



'But be for sway seeni'tl so by nature loailb, 
Tliut \>h own pABsiciDS knew liini and obey'd : 
Master of Ihero, he soflen'd his cnmiiiaad. 
The sword of rule scarce ilireaten'd in hjs bitndi 
SleMi niaj«;sly ujioi] Ijts brow might sit, 
Btit Binilea, still playing round il, made it sweet: 
So finely mist, had Nature dar'd t' afford 
One least perfection mote, each had been udi^r'tl. 
Merciful, just, good-oat(ir'd, lib'ral, bravei 
Wilty, aud pleasiirp's friend, yet not hersd^ve; 
The paths of lifp by nohlrat' methodii trod; 
Of morlal mould, but in his mind a god. 
-iTho'now, alas! jn the aad grave he lies. 
Vet shall his praise for ever live, and Liurels from it rv 

Id this great mind lon^ he Jiis cares rcvolv'd. 
And long it was ere \he great niiud fesolv'd: 
Till wearioess al last liis thoughts coiiipos'd ; 
Peace was the dkoice, and their debates were clos'd. 

But oil! 

Thro' all this isle, wlbcre it secips ninst dcsigu'd. 
Nothing so hard as v^isli'd-for peace to Jiud. 
The elements due order here maiutaiu. 
And pay their tribute id of wnrmth and rain: 
Cool shades and streams, ricli fertile lands ^bouud. 
And Nature's bouuty flows the seasons round. 
But we, a wretched race nf men, Ihi^s blest. 
Of 90 much happiness (if known) possesl*, 
Mistaking ev'ry noblest use of life. 
Left beauteou* Quicl. thai kind, tender wife. 
For the unwholesome, brawling harlot, Stiile. 
The man in pow'r, by wild ambiliun led. 
Envied all hnnours oii another's head ; 
And, to supplant soqie rival, by his pride 
Einbroil'd that state liis wisdom ought to guide. 
The miests, who bumble ten^p'ratice siiould possess 
Sought silken robes, apd fat vQluptuo^ii ease ; 
So, with Kiuail labours in the vineyard sbown. 
Forsook God'i> faarvsst to improve tbeir own. 
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That dark xnigma (yet unriddled) Law, 

Instead uf doiug right, aud giving awe. 

Kept open Ibis, and at the noisy bar. 

Four times a year proelaim'd a civil war ; 

Where daily Itiusman. father, urn, and hrolber. 

Might damn their souls to ruin one another. 

Itence cavils rose 'gainst Heaven's and Ctenr'acaiup, 

From false religions and corrupted laws; 

Till so at last rebellion's base was laid, 

An<] God or king no longer were abey'd. 

But that good angel, whoM surmounting power 
Waited great Charles in each emergent bour. 
Against whose care bell vainly did decree. 
Nor faster could design than ibul foresee. 
Guarding the crown upon bit sacred brow 
From all it's blackest arts, was with him now: 
Assur'd him peace must be for him desjgn'd. 
For be was boni to give it all maukiod. 
By patience, mercies large, and nuuiy toils. 
In his own realms to cahn intestine broils; 
Thence ev'ry root of discord to remove. 
And plaut us new with unity and love, 
Tlien stretch bis healing bands to neighb'riiig shores 
Where slaughter rages, and wild rapine roars ; 
To cool (heir ferments with the chanus of peace. 
Who, so their madness and their rage might cease. 
Grow all (embracing what such friendship brings) 
Like us the people, and like him tlieir kings. 
But now, alasl m the sad grave he lies. 
Yet shall his praise fur ever live, and laurels from hvue. 

For this assurau«e pious thanks be paid ; 
Then in his mind the beauteous model laid. 
Of that majestic pile, where ofl, his care 
A-while forgot, be might for ease repair: 
A seat for Hweet retirement, health, and love, 
Britaui's Olympus, where, like awful Jove, 
He pleaa'd could sit, and bis regards bestow 
On the vain, busy, swarming world below. 
E'en I, the meanest of those humble swains. 
Who sang bis praises tHuo the fertile plais^ 
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Once in a happy hour was thither led. 
Curious to see what fame so far had spread. 
There tell, my muse, what wonders thou didst find. 
Worthy thy song, and his celestial mind. 

Twas at that joyful, hallow'd day's return. 
On which that man of miracles was bom. 
At whose great birth appeared a noon^^iay star*. 

Which prodigy foretold yet many more; 
Did strange escapes from dreadful fate declare. 

Nor shin'd, but for one greater king before. 
Tho' now, alas! in the sad grave he lies. 
Yet shall his praise for ever live, and laurels from it rise. 

For this great day were equal joys prepared. 
The voice of triumph on the hills was heard ; 
Redoubled shoutings wak'd the echoes round. 
And cheerful bowls with loyal vows were crown'd. 
But, above all, within those lofty towers. 
Where glorious Charles then spent his happy hours, 
Joy wore a solemn, tho' a smiling face ; 
'Twas gay, but yet majestic as the place. 
Tell then, my muse, what wonders thou dicUt find 
Worthy thy song, and his celestial mind. 

Within a gate of strength, whose ancient frame 
Has out-worn Time, and the records of Fame, 
A rev'rend domef there stands, where twice each day 
Assembling prophets their devotions pay. 
In pray^s and hymns to heav'n's eternal king. 
The cornet, flute, and shawm t, assisting as they sing. 
Here Israel's mystic statutes they recount. 
From the first tables of the holy mount. 
To the blest gospel of that glorious Lord, 
Whose precious death salvation has restored. 
Here speak, my muse, what wonders thou didst find ' 
Worthy thy song, and his c^stial mind. 

• Among other celestial' prodi^es of that period, a star was 
seen on the 29th Maj 1630, the birth-daj of Charles ; the anni- 
versary of which, was afterwards likewise that of his restora^ 
tion.— £. 

f St. George's church. 

t Sbavnn^^lundoi wind-ixutrument.*-^. 
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Within this dome a shining chapeFs*'nii^d, 
Too noble to be well described or praised. 
Before the door, fixM in an awe profound, 
I stood, and gaz'd with pleasing wonder round. 
When one approach'd who bore much sober grace. 
Order and ceremony in his face ; 
A threatening rod did his dread right-hand poize, 
A badge of rule and terror o'er tlie boys : 
His left a massy bunch of keys did sway. 
Ready to open all, to all that pay. 
This courteous squire, observing how aniaz'd 
My eyes betray'd Jiie as they wildly gaz'd. 
Thus gently spoke: " Those banners f rals'd on high, 
" Betoken noble vows of chivalry; 
" Which here their heroes with religion make, 
** When they the ensigns of this order take." 
Then in due method made me understand 
What honour fam'd St. George had done our land : 
What toils he vanquish'd, with what monsters strove ; 
Whose champions since for virtue, truth, and love. 
Hang here their trophies, while their gen'rous arms 
Keep wrong supprest, and innocence from barms. 
At this my amazement yet did greater grow. 
For I had been told all virtue was but show; 
That oft bold villany had best success. 
As if it's use were more^ nor merit less. . 
But here -I saw how it rewarded shin'd. 
Tell on, my muse, what wonders thou didst find 
Worthy thy song, and Charles's mighty mind. 

I tum'd around my eyes^ and, lo! a cell|. 
Where melancholy ruui seemM to dwell. 
The door unhing'd, without or bolt or ward, 
Seem'd as what lodged within found small regard : 
Like some old den, scarce visited^by day, 
Where dark Oblivion lurk'd and watch'd for prey. 

* St. George*8 chapd. 
f Of the kni^ht^ of the niter. . 

I An old isle in the church, where the banner of a deid kpight 
^ parried when another succeed* lum. 
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Here, in a lieap of confus'd wasU', i tbund 
Neglectud tiatchmenta tumbled ou the ground: 
The spoils of Tirae, and triumph of that f^e 
Which equally on all aaanliiiid docE wait. 
The hero, levell'd in hi« humble grave, 
Wilh other meo, was now nor great nor brave; 
While here his trophies, like tlivir master, lay. 
To darkness, worms, and rotteuness, a prey, 
Urg'd by such thoughts as guide the truly gnat, 
Ferliaps his fate he did in battle meet ; 
Fell in his prince's and his couutry's cause: 
But what his recompense 1 A short applause. 
Which he ii^'er hears, (lis memory may grace. 
Till, soon forgot, another takes his place. 

And happy that man's chance who falls in tioWi 

Ere yet his virtue be become his pride; 
Ere his nbus'd desert b« call'd his crime. 

Or fools and villaius on his ruin ride. 
But truly blest is he, whose soul can bcai 
The wrongs of fate, nor think Ihem worth bis cjue; 
Whose mind no disappointment here can ailiake. 
Who a true estimate of life does makv, 
Knows 'tis uncertain, firail, and will liave end, 
£0 to that prospect still hi« Ihoughls do bend : 
Who, tho' his right a stronger pow'r invade, 
Tho' fate oppress, and ^o t"ao give him aid, 
Cheer'd with ih' assurauce that lie there shall fiod 
Rest from all toils, and no remorse of mind ; 
Can Forluue's smiles despise, tier frowns out*bi%Vt : 
For who's a prince or beggar in the grave 1 

But if immortal any thing remain. 
Rejoice, my muse, and strive that end to gain. 
Thou kiitd dissolver of encroaching care. 
And ease of ev'ry bitter weight 1 bear. 
Keep from my aaul repining, while I sing 
The praise and honour of this glorious king ; 
And farther tell what wonders thou didst find 
yorthj thy son^ apd his celestial mind. 



Beyond the ^pfn^, ^ lofty tow^r* 9ppf«ir% 
Beauteous in stf^g^, the work qi loiigtp^it y«ll», 
Old as bis nq^lfi ^tem who there bearjs 9W^y, 
And, like his loyalty, witl|out deq^y. 
This goodly ancient fr^me IqpI^s 98 it stood 
The mother-pile, find all the rest her bfi^. 
So careful watch s^em^ pio^8ly to ke^p, 
IV^il^ upderneath hef wiogs the inighty «l^p: 
Aud they ni^y rest, ^ince Norfolk f ther^ ei^miQAAds, 
Safe in his faithful ^art and yidi^nt hands, 

But now ^ppefirs the beai|teo^s «^t| of peaee» 
Large qf extentj, and fit for goodly ease ; 
Where i^ohle order strides tb^ gre^y s^bt 
With wonder, ^ it fills it with delight; 
The mansy walli s^em, as 4be wpmh of ^Xth 
Shrunk when su^h mighty quarries th^ce had birth ; 
Or by the Thehi^ founder they'd be?A rais'd» 
And in bi^ ppw'rfM^ numbers should he prais'd: 
Such strength without does ev'ry w^e^f^ f^hpMnd* 
Within sueh glogry and such spleiidou/s ^myL 
As m^'s uK^t^d skill bad there comhin'd • 
T* express what one great g?nii|8 h^d d^iiign'df 

Thus, when the happy woprM 4^g(|stu9 sway'd. 
Knowledge was cherish'd, and imptrovenient made ; 
Learning s^nd ^^ hi^ eii^ire did adoipi\« 
Nor did there ope neglected virtue lno^r|) ; 
But, at his call, fifOHi f^thest natiQPS^anH!> 
Whil« the immort^t Muses gave hiqi Um^ 
Tho' when herfi^r-stretch'd empiia^ flwrUi'd movit, 
Rome never yet a wq^ li^^ tlna eoid4 l^ast : 
No Caesar e'er li|^ ChlMFles k^ ppBipt v^pvm'4. 
Nor ever were hisi i^i^fjipm t^tfao bl^ } 
Thoi' vow (j^\Wi\) in the si»d (^ve Im ^m^ 
Vet shall his pra^ise i(^ f^v^Vm* vid lanaekftoffiil ris^ 

Here, as all natHr^s weqlt^ \^ oourl hko pre8|» 
Seem*d to ^Itend hun Fl^mtj^ Vem»$ ^4 R^si^ 

t 'the d!dce of Norfdk, coniuble of Windlor C^f^ 
i The house. 
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Thru' all tlie lofty roofs* deacrib'il we find 

Tlie toils and triumplis of hu gml-like mind : 

A theine t)iat might the noblest foiicy warm. 

Ami only fit for hisf who did perform. 

The walls afloro'd tvith richest woven gold. 

Equal to whiit Id temples shin'd of old, 

Grac'd well the lustre of his royal ease. 

Whose empire reacli'd throughout the wealthy seas; 

Ease which he wisely diose, wbeu raging arms 

Kept neighb'f ing nations waking with alarms : 

tor when wars troubled her soft fountains there. 

She awell'd her slreamSj and flow'd in faster here ; 

Witii her came Plenty, till our isle secin'd hiest 

As Canaan's shore, where Tsrael's sons found rest. 

Therefore, when cruel spoHcrs, who have hurl'd 

Wusie and confusion lliro* the wretched world. 

To after-times leave a great hated name. 

The praise of feace shall wait on Charles's tiime : 

His country's fi)t!)er, thro' vthose tender care. 

Like a lull'd babe she alept, and knew no fear; 

Wiio, whensUe offended, oft would hide his eyes. 

Nor see, because it gricv'd liim to cbastiee ; 

But if submission brought her to his feet, 

With what true joy the penitent he'd meet! 

How would his Love slill with his justice strive! 

How pareiit-like, how fondly he'd forgive I 

But now, alas ! in the Had grave he lies. 

Yet shall his praise for ever live, and laurels from it rise. 

Since after all those toils thro' which be strove 
By ev'ry art of most etirieariog love. 
For his reward he had his Britain found. 
The a«e and envy of the nations round. 
Mu^e, then speak more what wonders than didst find 
Worthy thy song and his celestial mind : 
Tell now what emulaticn may inspire. 
And warm each Brilisli heart with warlike (ire ; 

The paiadogt done bv fThe SicurVcrrio, hii m>i«a-'i 
:tpvntn. 
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Call all tby sisters of the sacred hill. 

And by the painter's pencil guide my quill ; 

Describe tbat lofty monumental hall*. 

Where England's triumphs grace the shining wal). 

When she led captive kmgs from conquer'd Gaul. 

Here when the sons of Fame their leader meet. 

And at their feasts in pompous order sit. 

When the glad sparkling bowl iusphes the board* 

And high-rais'd thoughts great tales of war afford. 

Here as a lesson may their eyes behold 

What their victorious fathers did of old; 

When their proud neighbours of the Gallic shore 

Trembled to hear the English lion roar. 

Here may they see how good old Eldwardf sat. 

And did his glorious son's| arrival wait, 

When from the fields of vanquished France he came. 

Followed by spoils, and usher'd in by Fame. 

In golden chains he their quell'd monarch led. 

Oh, for such laurels on another head ! 

Unfoil'd with sloth, nor yet o'ercloy'd with peace. 

We had not then leam'd the loose arts of ease. 

In our own climes our vigorous youth were nurs'd. 

And with no foreign education curs'd: 

Their northern metal was preserved with care. 

Nor sent for soft'n^g into hotter air. 

Nor did they, as now, from fruitless travels comii 

With follies, vices, and diseases home ; 

But in ftU purity of health and muid 

Kept up the noblie virtues of their kind. 

fiad not false senates to those ills dispos'd. 

Which long had England's happiness oppos'd 

With stubborn faction and rebellious pride. 

All means to such a noble end denied, 

Xp Britain, Charles this glory had restored. 

And those revolted nations own'd their lord. 



* Where St. George's feait it kept. 

f Edward III. 

t TheBUckPrinoe. 
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But now, alas ! in the sad grave lie lies. 

Yet shall his pr^se for ever live, aud laurels frOm It HSCI 

And now survey What's open to our view. 
Bow down all heads, and piiy devotion due; 
The temple* by this hero built behold, 
Adoni'd with catvin{(a, and o'erlaid with gold; 
Whose radiant roof such glory does display. 
We think we see the heav'n to which we pray ; 
So well the artist's hand has there delin'd-t. 
The merciful redcmptiau of mankind ; 
The bright ascension of the Son of God, 
When back ihro' yieldingskies to heav'n h< 
With lightning round his head, and thunder w 

trod. 
Thus when to Charlts, as Solomon, was given 
Wisdom, the greatest gift of bounteous heaven; 
A house like this he built, and temple rais'tf. 
Where Iiis Creator niiffUt be fitly pruis'd ; 
With riche^i too, and honours, was he crowo'd. 
Nor, whilst he liv'd, was there one like him found. 
Therefore what oitce lo Israel's lord was said, 
When Sheba's queen his glorioui court surveyed. 
To Charles's lajric for ever shall remain. 
Who did as woil'l'rous things, who did a.4 g«atly rtfgn, 
" Happy were they who could before him stand, 
" And saw the wisdom of liiit dread command." 
For heav'n resolv'd, thai much al>ove tlie rest 
Of other nations, Britain should beblesi; 
Found him when banish 'il Crom his sacred right. 
Tried his great soul, and in it took delight; 
Then to his throne in Iriumph him did bring. 
Where never rlll'd a wiser, justcr king. 
But now (alas !) in the sad gravi: he lie^ 
Yet shall his praise for ever live, and laurels froiii it rise. 

Thus far the painter's hanil did ^uide tbe muse. 
Now lei her lead, nor will lie sure refuse. 
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Two kiudred arts they are, so near allied, 
Tbey ott Iiave by eacb otber been supplietl. 
Therefore, great man 1 when next thy Iboughts incline 
The works of Fame, let this be the design : 
As ihou could'st best great Charles's glory sbow. 
Shew how he fell, and whence the fetal blow. 
In a large scene, may give beholders awe*. 
The meeting of a num'rntis senate draw .' 
Over their heads a black diateniper'd sky. 
And thro' the air let grinning furies fly, 
Cbarg'd with commissions of infernal date. 
To raise fell discord and intestine hate. 
Prom their foul heads let them by handfuls tear 
The ugliest snakes, and hest-lov'd favourites there. 
Then whirl them (spouting venom a^ they fall) 
'Mongsl the assembled numbers of the hnll ; 
There into nmrtn'ring bosoms let thein go. 
Till tlieir infection to confusion grow ; 
Till such bold tamults and disorders rise. 
As when the impious sons of earth assail'd the threaten'd 

But then let mighty Charles at distance stand. 
His crown upon his bead, and sceptre in his hand ; 
To send abroad his word, or, with a frown. 
Repel, and dash th' aspiring rebels down : 
Unable to behold his dreaded ray. 
Let them grow blind, disperse, and reel away ; 
Let the dark fiends the troubled air forsake. 
And all new peaceful order seem to take. 

But, oh, imagine Fate t' have waited long 
An hour like this, and mingled hi tlie throng; 
Rous'd with those furies from her seat below, 
T'have watch 'd her only time to give the blow: 
Wheu cruel cares, by faithless subjects bred. 
Too closely press'd his sacred peaceful head ; 
With them t'have pointed her destroying dart. 
And tbro' the brain found passage to the heart, 

• The poet here adopu the ume hafkaied etpedient tniplo^td 
bjr other writcn in their a4vica and irilrmttiMi U painliri ,- from 
wbicb, probablj, \iaiiiliriirl derived litlU advantige, — £. 
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Deep- wounding plagues avenging Lcav'u bcsttiir 
On those curat beads to whom this loss we one }■ 
On all who Charles's lieart alSiclion gave. 
And sent Iiim to the sorrows of tke grave I 

Now, painter, (if thy griefs can let thee) draw 
The saddest scenes that weeping eyes e'er saw; 
How on his royal bed, that woeful day. 
The uuch-lamented mighty monarch lay; 
Great in his fate, and ev'n o'er that a king. 
No terror could the Lord of Terrors bring- 
Thro' many steady aud well-manag'd years. 
He'd arm'd his mind 'gainst all those little fears 
Which oomnioii mortals want the pow'r (o hide,. 
When their mean souls and valu'd clny divide. 
He'd studied well the worth of life, and knew 
It's troubles many, and it's blessings few : 
Tlierefore unniov'd did death's approaches see. 
And grew familiar witli his destiny; 
Like an acquaintance cntertain'd bis fate. 
Who, as it knew biin, eeem'd content to wait, 
Not as bis gaoler, but bis friendly guide. 
While he for his great journey did provide. 

Oh could'at thou express the yearnings of bis mind 
To his poor mouniing people letl behind 1 
But that I fear will ev'n thy skill deceive: 
None but a soul like his sncli goodness could coDceive. 
For tho' a stubborn race, deserving ill. 
Yet would be shew himself a father still. 
Tlierefore he chose foe that |>eculiar care. 
His crown's, his virtue's, and his mercy's heir. 
Great James, who to Lis tlirone does now succeed. 
And cbarg'd him tenderly bis flocks to feed ; 
To guide them toortoo apt lo run astray. 
And keep the foxes and the wolves away. 

Here, painter, if thou canst, thy art improve. 
And shew the wonders of fraternal love; 
How niourning James by fading Charles did stand. 
The dying grasping the surviving hand ; 
How round each other's necks their arms they cdst, 
Moau'd with endearing murni'rings, and einbrac'd; 
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And of their partiog pangs such' marks did give/ 
Twas hard to guess which yet could longest live. • , 
Both their sad tongues quite lost the pow'r to speak. 
And their kind hearts seem'd both prepar'd to break. 

Here let thy curious pencil uext dispUiy, 
How round his bed a beauteous ofispring lay. 
With their great father's blessing to be crown'd. 
Like young fierce lions' stretch'd upon the ground. 
And in majestic silent sorrow drowu'd^ 

This done, suppose the ghastly minute nigh. 
And paint the griefs of the sad standers-by ; 
Th' unwearied rev'rend father's oious care, 
OflTriiig (as oft as tears could stop) a prayer*. 
Of kindred nobles draw a sorrowing train. 
Whose looks may speak how much they shar'd hb pain ; 
How from each groan of his, deriving smart. 
Each fetch'd another from a tortur'd heart. 
Mingled wilh these, his faithful servants place. 
With different lines of woe in ev'ry face ; 
With downcast heads, swoln breasts, and streaming eyesy 
And sighs that mount in vain the unrelenting skies. 

fiut yet there still remains a task behind. 
In which thy readiest art may labour find. 
At distance let the mourning queen appear, 
(But where sad news too soon may reach her ear); 
Describe her prostrate to the throne above. 
Pleading with pray'r the tender cause of love : 
Shew troops of angels hov'ring from the sky» 
(For they, whene'er she calPd, were always nigh); 
Let them attend her cries, and hear her moan. 
With looks of beauteous sadness, like her own. 
Because they know her lord's great doom is seaFd, 
And cannot (tho' she asks it) be repeal'd. 

By this time think the work of fate b done. 
So any farther sad description shun, 

• The whole of this scene is described in a very different man<« 
jier by bishop Burnet. The reverend fatber^ was the bi&hop of 
Bath and WeUs, whose offidomneat was tomewhat censured. See 
Bmmdt Hist, book S«~£. 
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Shew him not pale anA breathless nn his bed, 

TwDuld mnke alt gnzers on tliy art fall dead ; 

And thou thjself tn such a scene of woe 

Add a new piece, anil ihy own statue grow. 

Wipe therefore all ihy pencils, and prepare 

To draw a prospect now of clearer air. 

Taint in an eastern sky new dawning day. 

And there the enlbf7^l8of time display; 

The forms of many smiling years to come. 

Just ripe for birlh, and iHb'ring from their womb ; 

"Each struggling which shall eldership obtain. 

To be first grac'd with niightj James's reign. 

Let the dread monar<^h on his throne appear. 

Place too the charming partner of it there : 

O'er bis (heir wuigs let Fame and Triumph spread. 

And soft-eyd Cupids hovero'er her head ; 

In his, paint smiling, yet majestic grace, 

But all tlie wealth of beauty in her face. 

Then from the diff'reni curuera of the eailh. 

Describe applauding nations coining forth. 

Homage to pay, or biiiuble peace to gain. 

And own auspicious omens from his reign. 

Set al long distance liis contracted foes 

Shriukiiig from what lliey dare not now oppose ; 

Draw shame or mean despair ui all llieir eyes. 

And terror lest th'ev^iging hand sitould rise. 

But where his smiles extend, draw beauteous peace, 

The poor man's cheerful toils, the rich man's eaw; 

Here, shepherds piping to tl>eir feedhig sheep, 

Orstrelch'd at length in their warm huls asleep; 

There, jolly binds spread thro' the sultry fields, 

Kcapuig such barveslji as their tillage yields; 

Or shelter'd frtim the scorcliings of the bud. 

Their labours ended, and repast begun; 

Rang'd on green banks, which they themselves didraiK, 

Singing their own content, and ruler's praise. 

Draw beauteous meadows, gardens, groves, aod bowers, 

WbejeContempliition beat ma^ pass her hours: 

Titi'd with chaste lovers plighting constant hearts, 

Ilejoiciog Muses, and encourag'd Arts. 
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Draw ev'ry thing like tlus that thought can tmtie. 
Best suiting with thy theme, gieat James's famc^ 
Known for the man who, from his youthful years. 
By mighty deeds has eam'd the crown he Wears; 
Whose conqu'nng arm far-envied wonders wreught. 
When au ungrateful people's cause he fought; 
When for their rights he hb brave sword employed. 
Who in return would have hb rights destroyed : 
But heav'n such iiyur'd merit did regard : 
(As heav'n in time true virtue will reward); 
So to a throne by Providence he rose. 
And aU whoe'er were his, were Providence'i foes» 
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The minor poenis of Otway are not entitled, by 
theirindividual merit, to distinct analysis. Whether it be, 
that an habitual application of thought to one mode of 
writing, restrains the fancy in other casual excursions ; 
or that the mind, by long familiarity with subjects of su- 
perior rank, forgets how to descend with ease and grace 
to those of a subordinate nature ; it b remarkable, that 
the genius of our chief dramatic authors is seldom 
exerted with felicity or splendour in their occasional pro- 
ductions. Dryden is an illustrious exception to the 
remark; whose versatility of talent prompted him to 
essay almost every species of composition, and to excel 
in each. Of the foUowuig pieces, the *' Epistle to 
Mr. Duke,'' affords the best specimen of Otway's poetical 
powers. It discovers some liveliness of fancy ; but a 
bright thought is sometimes concealed or obscured, as 
in the other poems, by lame and unskilful numbers. 
The pastoral, which was probably interrupted by his 
death, (for it does not appear to have been published 
by him, or on hb account,) is a very indifferent attempt 
in a kind of poetry debased by bebg the perpetual vef> 
hide of puerile and insipid sentiments. All the smaller 
poems of Otway are here, for the tirst time, collected 
together : no edition of his works having hitherto coQ-» 
tained the whole of them. 



EPISTLE TO MR. DUKE*. 



} 



Mt much-tov'd iriencl, wben thou art froui my eyes. 

How do i loath the day» and light despise ! 

Nighty kinder night's the much more welcome guesty 

For tho' it bring small ease, it hides at least; 

Or if e'er slumbers and my eyes agree, 

Tis when they're crown'd with pleasmg dreams of thee. 

Last night methought (heav'n make the next as kuid) 

Free as first innocence, and uncoufin'd 

As our tirst parents in their Eden were, 

£re yet condemned to eat their bread with care ; 

We two together wander'd thro' a groye, 

^was green beneath us, and all shade above. 

Mild as our friendship, springing as our love; 

Hundreds of cheerful birds Ul'd ev'ry tree. 

And sung their joyful songs of liberty; 

While thro' the gladsome choir well-pleas'd we walk'd. 

And of our present valu'd state thus talk'd : 

How happy are we in this sweet retreat ! 

Thus humbly blest, .who'd labour to be great! 

Who for preferments at a court would wait. 

Where ev'ry gudgeon's nibbling at the bait ft 

* This episde first app^eared in Tonsoa't '' MitceUanr Poenw| 
containing a new translation of Virgil's Eclogues, Ovid^ Elegies 
Odes of Horace, dec.** 8vo. 1684. It was entitled «« An Epotlft 
to R. D.** There is an answer to it among Duke*s poems. 

t WbofirpreferwuHit^ t!^f«— This and the three following vefMi 
have bem transiafed by Mr. Duke into Latin verse ; which it may 
be worth while to insert.— 

Praemia quis mentis ingrati ezpectet ab auU, 
Omnis ubi exiguam captat simiu aulicus escaqi 
Gobio ? quis piscis sapientior ilia vadosa 
Fi^minis an^usti coloret loca, pisdculonun 
Eiurieutem mter, trepidantem^ue inter jicennmi» 



282 EPISTLES. 

What fish of sense would on that shallow lie. 
Amongst the little starving wriggling fry. 
That throng and ctowd each other for a taste 
Of the deceitful, painted, poison'd paste; 
When the wide river he beMiid hira sees. 
Where he may launch to liberty and easel 
No cares or business here disturb our hours. 
While underneath these shady, peaceful bowers. 
In cool delight and innocence we stray. 
And midst a thousand pleasures Waste the day ; 
Sometimes upon a river^s bank we lie. 
Where skimming swallows o'er tlie surface fly ; 
Just as the sun decliiriiig, with bis beams. 
Kisses, and gently warms the gliding streams; 
Amidst whose current rising fishes play. 
And roll in wanton liberty away. 
Perhaps hard by there grows a little busb. 
On which the linnet, nightingale and thrush, 
Mightly their solemii orgies meeting keep. 
And sing their vespers ere they go to sleep: 
There we two lie, between us may he's spread 
Some book few understand, tho* many read. 
Sometimes we VIrgiFs sacred leaves turn o'et'. 
Still wond'ring, and still finding cause for more* 
How Juno's rage did good £neas vex. 
Then how he had revenge upon her sex 
In Dido's state, whom bmvely he enjoy'd. 
And <)uitted her as bravely too when cloy'd : 
tie knew the fatal diimger of bet charms. 
And sconi'ii to melt his virtue in her arms. 
Next Nisus and Euryalus wc admire^ 
Their gratle friendship^ and their martkd fire ; 
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Qui Uum auisque micat medicatam ut riotiat ofiam, 
Tnidunt, idipdlimt, tnidttntur etintpahaitwr; 
Nee poti^, latum gttemio oui tuinte s^er^o 
Invitat, tods piAnarum renugat atfs, 
£t requiem et munto^ virfjdni, poliehtafmoae vocatnt 
Ad UbeltaKttik protto ddaMmr alveof 



We praise their ?aloinv 'cniii^ jet miiteli'd by hoa§. 

And loye their Inendsb^* so nmck hke our owb« 

But when to give o«r imnds m test indeed^ 

Horace^ bebt IcBomi ilnd lov^d by thee, we fnMl» 

Who can our tranqpcurts^ or oiir wiigiogB tell. 

To taste of pleasmesi prais'd by him so well 1 

With thoughts of lovci^ and Ime, bjr Ion we^ fir'd^ 

Two things in sweet retirement mora dttir^l ; 

A gen'rous bottle .aod a lovesome she, 

Ar^ tV only jojifs in nature next to thee: 

To which retirmg qnietly at night. 

If (as that only can) to add deligh^ 

When to our little cottage we repair, 

yfc find a ftiend or two we'd wish for there. 

Dear B — ly, kind as parting lovers' tears, 

Adderly, honest as the sword he wears, 

Wilson, professing friendship, yet a frittMi, 

Or — Short*, beyond what numbers can comtnend. 

Finch, full of kindness, gen'rous as his blood. 

Watchful to do to modest merit good; 

Who have forsook the wild tumultuous town. 

And for a tilste of life to us come down: 

With eager arms how closely then we embrace. 

What joy's in ev'ry heart, and eVry fiwe! 

* This was Dr. Thomas Short, one of the physicians to Chaikl 
the Second, and who attended him during his last illness. An 
opinion he expressed of poison having been admini<tter«i to th« 
king, produced a grou deal of noise and controversy at tht timet 
^especially as the Doctor did not long survive him. Bornct thna 
jmates the afiair: ** Short, another physician, who was a papitt| 
bat after a form of his own, did very much suspect foul deahagi 
and he hadtalked more freely of h, than any of the prot^stttts 
&ajnit do at that time. Bat he wai not lopg after tajteil ini|d<hiy 
ill, upon a large drau|;fat of wormwood wine which he haddnaii 
in the house of a popish patient, that lived near the Tower, ^i^ 
had sent for him, ox which he died. And, as he said to ijoweri 
Millington, and some other physicians, he believed that he him- 
self was poisoned for his having spoken so ftedy of the ldng\ 
death.** Hut. rf kh 0t#ii TkHtt^ book S.*— Short w» the mntmil 
friend of Otway andDuke: the latter has iniczibsd to hima traim 
Ration of one of the ^yls of Theocntua. 
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The mcHl'Tate table's quickly cover'd o'er 

With choiceEt meats at least, tho' not with store: 

Of bnllles next succeeds a goodly train. 

Full of what cheers the heart, and fires the brain. 

Each waited ou by a bright virgin glass, 

Clean, sound and shining like it's drmker's lasa. 

Then down we sit, while «v'ry genius tries 

T* improve, tilJ he deserves fais sacrifice. 

"So Baucy hour presumes lo stint delight. 

We laugh, love, drink, and when thal'<i done 'tis n^ht: 

Well warm'd and pleas'd, as we think tit we part. 

Each takes th' obedient treasure of his heart. 

And leads her willing to his silent bed, "l 

Where no vexatious cares come near his head, > 

But ev'ry senae with perfect pleasure's fed; J 

Till in full joy dissolv'd each falls asleep. 

With twining limbs, that still love's posture keep. 

At dawn of morning to renew delight; 

So quiet craving love till Ibe next njght: 

Tlieu we the drowsj cells of sleep forsake. 

And to our bonks our earliest visit make; 

Or else our thoughts to their attendance call. 

And tJiere, melhinks. Fancy sits queen of all; 

While the poor under-faculties resort. 

And to her sickly majesty make court ; 

The Understanding first comes plainly clad. 

But usefully; no ent'rance to be had. 

Next comes the Will, that bully of the mmd. 

Follies wait on him in a troop behind ; 

He meets reception from the antic queen. 

Who thinks her majesty's most honour'd, when 

Attended by those fine-drest gentlemen. 

Reason, the honest counsellor, this knows, 

And into court witli res'lute Virtue goes: 

Lets Fancy see her loose irregular sway : 

Then how the flatt'ring follies sneak away I 

This image when it came, too fiercely shook 

My brain, which it's toft quiet straight forsook ; 

When waking as 1 cast my eyes around, 

Nothing but old loatb'd vanities 1 found; 
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No ffovt, no freedom, and what's worse f o nie» 
No friend ; for I have none compared with thee. 
Soon then my thoughts with their old tyrant Care 
Were seiz'd ; which to divert I fram'd thin prayer. 
Gods ! life's your gift, then season 't with such hie. 
That what ve meant a blessing prove no weight. 
Let roe to the remotest part b^ whirl'd. 
Of thb your play-thbg made in haste, the world : 
But grant me quiet, liberty, and peace, 
Bv day what's needful, and at night soft ease; 
Tne friend I trust in, and the she I love. 
Then fix me ; and if e'er I wish remove. 
Make me as great (thaf s wretched) as ve can. 
Set me in power, the woeful'st state of man ; 
To be by fools misled, to knaves a prey : 
But make life what I ask, or take't away. 



^86 
UPON filS TRAJjtSIAflON f>f ^JEJEUP^^* 

SIR, 

When your hodk tlie first tisnfi c^une .:&btoa^^ 

I must confess I stONod aipa^*d m^ a^^ ; 

For, as to some good-i^tpre I pretend, 

I fear'd to read^ Test I should not coij^ei^. 

Lucretius English'd ! !twa$ a wqrk ^||t^ s|i^e , 

llie pow'r of Eagfhlr verse to undertake. 

Thb all men thought ; but you are bom, we find, 

ITout-do the expectations of mankind ; 

Since you've so well the noble task peiform'd. 

Envy's appeas'd, and Prejudice disarmed : 

For when the rich original we peruse^ 

And bv it try the metal you produce ; 

Tho' there indeed the purest ore we find^ 

Yet still in you it something seems refin'd : 

Thus when the great Lucretius gives a loose. 

And lashes to her speed his fiery muse ; 

Still with him you maintam an equal pace. 

And bear full stretch upon him all the race ; 

But when in rugged way we find him rein 

His verse, and not so smooth a stroke maintain ; 

There the advantage he receives is found. 

By you taught temper, and to choose his ground. 

Next, his philosophy you've so exprest 

In genuine terms, so plain, yet neatly drest. 

Those murd'rers that now mangle it all day 

In schools, may learn from you the easy way 

To let us know what they would mean and say : 

* Creech*! translation of Lucretius fan this epistle prefixed to it 
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If Aristode't A-kadfl wBl thew the grace 

To wave for once their statute in &«t case. 

Go 00 then, sir, and since you could asfpire. 

And reach this fadght, aim vet at laurels higher: 

Secure great injur'd Maro from the wrong 

He unredeemed has labour'd with so long 

In Holborn rhyme, and lest the book should fiul^ 

Expos'd with pictures to promote the sale* : 

So tapsters set out signs for muddy «le» 

You're only able to retrieve his doom. 

And make him here as fam'd as once at Rome : 

For sure whea Julius first tliis isle subdu'd* 

Your ancestors tlien mix'd with Ronaa blood ; 

Some near allied to that whence Ovid came, 

Virgil and Horace, those three aons of fuae; 

Since to their memory it is so true. 

And shews their poetry so much im yon. 

Go on, in pity to this wretched isle. 

Which ignorant poetasters do defile 

With lousy madrigals for lyric verse ; 

Instead of comedy, with nasty farce. 

Would Plautus, Terence e'er have been so lewd, 

T' have drest Jack-pudding up to catch the crowd ? 

Or Sophocles five tedious acts have made; 

To shew a whining fool in love betra/d 

By some false friend, or slipp'ry chambermaid; 

Then, ere he hangs himself, bemoan his fall 

In a dull speech, and that fine language call ? 

No, since we live in such a fulsome age. 

When nonsense loads the press, and chokes the stage ; 

When blockheads will claim wit in Nature's spite. 

And ev^ry dunce that starves, presumes to wnte ; 

Exert yourself, defend the muses' cause. 

Proclaim their right, and to maintain their laws 

• John bgilby's translation of Virgil, (to which this refers) i& 
mentioned by winstanley as bein^ ** done to the life, with exceU 
lent sculptures. These cuts were highly esteemed ; and served for 
a Latin edition of the same author. Dryden's translation (which 
superseded Ogilby's) bore some of the same engravings. 
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Make the dead aneients gpeak the British tongue; 
That so each chatf ring daw who aims at song. 
In his own mother-tongue may humbly read 
What engines yet are wanting in his head. 
To make him equal to the mighty dead : 
For of all nature's works we most should scorn 
The thing who thinks himself a poet bom: 
Unbred, untaught, he rhymes, yet hardly spells. 
And senselessly, as squirrels jai^e bells. 
Such things, sir, here abound ; may therefore youk 
Be ever to your friends, the muses, tnie ; 
May our defects be by your pow'rs supplied. 
Till, as our envy now, you grow our pride : 
Till by your pen restord, in triumph borne. 
The majesty pf poetiy n^tuni. 

jMtuUnh Jan. 10, 8^. 
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PHiEDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. 

TRANSLATED OUT OF OVID*. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Theseus, the son of JKmqs, having^ slain the Minotaur, promised 
to Ariadne, the daagnter of Minos and Pasiphae, for tne assist- 
ance whidi^ she gave him, to carr^ her home with him, and 
make her his wi& ; so, together with her sister Phaedra, they 
went on board, and sailed to Chios, where^ beine warned by 
Bacchus, he left Ariadne, and married her sister I^anlra; who 
afterwards, in Theseus her husband's absence, fell in lore with 
Hippolytus her 8on4n«law, who had rowed celibacy, and was 
a hunter; wherefore, since she could not conveniently other- 
wise, she chose by this epistle to give him an account of her 
passion. 

If thou'rt unkmd I ne'er shall health enjoy. 

Yet much I wish to thee, my lovely boy: 

Read this, and reading how my soul is seized. 

Rather than not, be with my ruinpleas'd : 

Tims secrets safe to farthest shores may move; 

By letters foes converse, and learn to loTe. 

Thrice my sad tale, as I to tell it tried, 

Upon my iaulf rra^ tongue abortive died ; 

Long shame prevail'd, nor could be conquer'd quite. 

But what I blush'd to speak, Love made me write. 

^s dang'rous to resist the pow'r of Love, 

The gods obey him, and he's king above ; 

He clear'd the doubts that did my mrmd confouuMl, 

And promised me to bring thee hither bound. 

Oh ! may he come, and in that breast of thine 

Fix a kind dart, and make it flame like mine! 

* This appeared in a eoUectton of Ov)d*s Ipkdtt, tfaoshtcaA 
by Dryden and others, 8vo. 1660. 
VOL, Hi. U 
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Yet of my wedlock vows I'll lose no care. 

Search back thro' all my fame, thou'lt find it fsur. 

But love, long breeding, to worst pain does turn : 

Outward unharm'd — within, within 1 bum ! 

As the young bull, or courser yet uutam'd. 

When yok'd or bridled first, are pinch'd and maim'd ; 

So my unpractised heart in love can find 

No rest, th' unwonted weight so toils my mind : 

When young, love's pangs by arts we may remove. 

But in our riper years with rage we love. 

To thee I yield, then, all my dear renown. 

And pr'ythee lef s together be undone. 

Who would not pluck the new-blown blushing rose^ 

Or the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows ? 

But if my virtue hitherto has gaiu'd 

Esteem for spotless, shall it now be stain'dl 

Oh, in thy love I shall no hazard run ; 

Tis not a sin but when 'tis coarsely done. 

And now should Juno leave her Jove to me, 

I'd quit that Jove, Hippolytus, for thee : 

Believe me too, with strange desires I change. 

Amongst wild beasts I long with thee to range. 

To thy delights and Delia I incline. 

Make her my goddess tpo, because she's thine. 

I long to know the woods, to drive the deer. 

And o'er the mountains' tops my hounds to cheer. 

Shaking my dart ; then, the chase ended, lie 

Stretch'd on the grass: and would'st not thou be byl 

Oft in light chariots 1 with pleasure ride. 

And love myself the furious steeds to guide ; 

Now, like a Bacchanal, more wild I stray. 

Or old Cybele's priests, as mad as they. 

When under Ida's hills they off 'rings pay: 

Ev'n mad as those the deities of night 

And water, fauns and dryads do affright; 

But still each little interval I gain. 

Easily find 'tis love breeds all my pam. 

Sure on our race love like a fate does fall. 

And Venus will have tribute of us all. 
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Jove lov'd Europa, whence my father came, 
Andy to a bull transforin'd, enjoy'd the dame : 
She, like my mother, languished to obtain. 
And fiird her womb with shame as well as pain. 
The faithless Theseus, by my sister's aid,- 
The monster slew, and a safe conquest made : 
Now, in that family, my right to save, 
I am at last on the same terms a slave : 
'Twas fatal to my sister and to me, . 
She lov'd thy father, but my choice was thee 
Let monuments of triumph then be shown 
For two unhappy nymphs by you undone. 
When first our vows were to Eleusis paid. 
Would I had in a Cretan grave been laid ; 
Twas there thou didst a perfect conquest gain. 
Whilst love's fierce fever rag'd in evVy vein : 
White was thy robe, a garland deck'd thy head, 
A modest blush thy comely face o'erspread : 
That face, which may be terrible in arms. 
But graceful seem'd to me, and full of charms : 
I love the man whose fashion's least his care. 
And hate mv sex's coxcombs 6ne and fair ; 
For whilst thus plain thy careless locks let fly, 
Th' unpolish'd form is beauty in my eye. 
If thou but ride, or shake the trembling dart, 
I fix my eyes, and wonder at thy art : 
To see thee poize the javelin moves delight. 
And all thou dost is lovely in my sight: 
But to the woods thy cruelty resign. 
Nor treat it with so poor a life as mine. 
Must cold Diana be ador'd alone. 
Must she have all tbv vows, and Venus none 1 
That pleasure palls, if 'tis eujoy'd too long ; 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble strong.* 
For Cynthia's sake imbend and ease thy bow. 
Else to thy arm 'twill weak and useless grow. 
Famous was Cephalus in wood and plain. 
And by him many a boar and pard was slain; 

u 2 
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Yet to Aurora's love be did incline. 

Who wisely left old age for youth like thine. 

Under the spreading shades her am'rous boy. 

The fair Adonis, Venus could enjoy; 

Atlanta's love too Meleager sought. 

And to her tribute paid of all he caught*. 

Be thou and I the next blest sylvan pair ; 

Where love's a stranger, woods but desarts are. 

With thee, thro' dang'rous'ways unknown before, 

I'll rove, and fearless face the dreadful boar. 

between two seas a little isthmus lies. 

Whereon each. side the beating billows rise. 

There in Trazena I thy love will meet. 

More blest and pleas'd than in my native Crete. 

As we could wish, old Theseus is away 

At Thessaly, where always let him stay 

With his Perithoiis, whom well I see 

Freferr'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus exprest his hate ; 

We both have suffer'd wrongs of mighty weight : 

My brother iirst he cruelly did slay. 

Then from my sister falsely ran away. 

And left expos'd to ev'ry beast a prey : 

A warlike queen to thee thy being gave, 

A mother worthy of a son so brave. 

From cruel Theseus yet her death did find. 

Nor, tho' she gave him thee, could make him kind. 

Unwedded too he murder'd her in spite. 

To bastardize, and rob thee of thy right : 

And if, to wrong thee more, two sons I've brought. 

Believe it his, and none of Phaedra's fault : 

Rather, thou fairest thing the earth contains, 

I wish at first I'd died of mothers' pains. 

How canst thou rev'rence then thy father's bed. 
From which himself so abjectly is fled 1 

• ** — Sume mei spolium, Nonacria, juris, 

Dixit ; rt in partem veniat mihi gloria tecum.** 

AfitoM. lilx S. 
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The thought alBfrights not me. but lue ioflames; 

Mother and son are notions, very nnmes 

Of worn-out piety, in fishion then 

When old dull Saturn rul'd the race of men ; 

But braver Jove taught pleasure was no sin. 

And with his sister did himself begin. 

Nearness of blood and kindred best we prove. 

When we express it in the closest love. 

Nor need we fear our fault should be reveal'd ; 

Twill under near relation be conceard : 

And all who hear our loves, with praise shall crown 

A mother's kindness to a grateful son. 

No need at midnight in the dark to stray, 

T* unlock the gates, and cry. My love, this way! 

No busy spies our pleasures to betray. 

But in one house, as heretofore, we'll live ; 

In public, kisses take ; in public, give : 

Tho' in my bed thou'rt seen, 'twill gain applause 

From all, whilst none have sense to guess the cause : 

Only make haste, and let this league be sign'd ; 

So may my tyrant. Love, to thee be kind. 

For this I am an humble suppliant grown ; 

Now where are all my boasts of greatness gonel 

I swore 1 ne'er would yield, resolv'd to fight. 

Deceived by Love, that's seldom in the right ; 

Now on my own I crawl, to clasp thy knees ; 

What's decent no true lover cares or sees : 

Shame, like a beaten soldier, leaves the place. 

But beauty's blushes still are in my face. 

Forgive this fond confession which I make. 

And then some pity on mv suflfrings take. 

What tho' midst seas my father's empire liest 

Tho' my great erandsire thunder from the skies 1 

What tho' my rather's sire, in beams drest gay. 

Drives round the burning chariot of the dayl 

Their honour all in me to Love's a slave. 

Then, tho' thou wilt not me, their honour save. 

Jove's famous island, Crete, in dow'r I'll bring. 

And there shall my Hippolytus be king : 
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For Venus' sake then hear and grant my pray'r. 

So may'st thou never love a scornful fair; 

In fields so may Diana grace thee still. 

And ev'ry wood afiord thee ganie to kill ; 

So may the mountain gods, and satyrs, all 

Be kind ; so may the boar btrfore thee fall ; 

So may the water-nymphs in heat of day, 

Tho' thou their sex despise^ thy thirst allay. 

JMillions of tears to these my pray'rs I jom, 

^'hich as thou read'st with those dear eyes of thine 

Think that thou seest the streams that flow from mine 
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THE SIXTEENTH ODE 

OF THE SECOND BOOK OF HORACE*. 



In storms wben clouds the moon do hide. 

And DO kind stars the pilot guide^ 

Shew me at sea tlie boldest there. 

Who does not wish for quiet here. 

For quiet (friend) the soldier fights. 

Bears weary marches, sleepless nights. 

For this feeds hard, and lodges cold ; 

Which can't be bought with hills of gold. 

Since wealth and pow'r too weak we find. 

To quell the tumults of the mind ; 

Or from the monarch's roofs of state 

Drive thence the cares that round him wait. 

Happy the man with little blest. 

Of what his father left possest : 

No base desires corrupt his head. 

No fears disturb him in his bed. 

What then in life, which soon must end. 

Can all our vain designs intend 1 

From shore to shore why should we run. 

When none his tiresome self can shun 1 

For baneful care will still prevail. 

And overtake us under sail, 

'Twill dodge the great man's trahi behind, 

Out-nm the roe, out-fly the wind. 

If then thy soul rejoice to-day. 

Drive far to-morrow's cares away. 

In laughter let them all be drown'd : 

No perfect good is to be found. 

One mortal feels fate's sudden blow. 

Another's ling'ring death comes slow; 

* Published in ** Miscellany Poems, &c.** the Mme work 
in which the epistle to Mr. Duke made its first appeaiancc^ Sec 
p. 281. 
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And what of life they take from thee. 
The gods may give to puiiish nie. 
Thy p^)rtioii is a wealtiiy stock, 
A fertile glebe, a fniitfiii flock ; 
Horses and chariots for thy .ease, 
Kich robes to deck and make thee please. 
For me, a littlo cell I chootte. 
Fit for my mind, fit for my Muse, 
IViiirh soft content does best adorn. 
Shunning the knaves and fools I scorn* 



m 



PROLOGUE 

TO MRS. BEHlSrS CITY HEIRESS, 1682. 



How vs^ii bave prov'd the labours of the st^ge. 
In striving to reclaim a vicious age ! 
Poets may write, the mischief to uupeach ; 
You care as little what the poets teach 
As you regard at church what parsons preach. 
But where such follies and such vices reign. 
What honest pen has patience to refrain 1 
At church, in pews, ye most devoutly snore. 
And here, got dully drunk, ye come to roar; 
Ye so to church, togloat and ogle there. 
And come to meet more lewd convenient here: 
With equal xeal ye honour either place, 
Apd run so very evenly your race, 
^'improve in ,wit just as ye do in grace. 
It must be so ; some daemon has possest 
Our land, and we have never since been blest* 
Y'have seen it all, and beard of it's renown. 
In reverend shape it stalk'd about the town. 
Six yeomen tali attending on it's frown. 
Sometimes, with humble note and zealous lore, 
^Twould play the apostolic function o'er : 
But heav'n have mercy on us when it swore ! 
^Vhene'er it swore, to prove the oaths were true, 
,Out of his mouth at random halters flew 
Round some unwary neck, by magic thrown, 
Tho' still the cunning devil sav'd his own : 
For when th' enchantment could no longer last. 
The subtle pug most dexterously uncast, 
Jjdt awful form for one more seeming pious. 
And in a moment varied to defy us ; 
^om silken doctor, bomespun Aiuianias: • 
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Left the lewd court, and did in city fix. 

Where still by it s old arts it plays new tricks. 

And fills the heads of fook with politics. 

This daemon lately drew in many a guest. 

To part with zealous guinea for — no feast^. 

Who, but the most incorrigible fops. 

For ever doom'd in dismal cells, call'd shops. 

To cheat and damn themselves to get their livings. 

Would lay sweet money out in sham thanksgivings I 

Sham plots you may have paid for o'er and o'er; 

But whoe'er paid for a sham treat before 1 

Had you not better sent your offerings all 

Hither to us, than Sequestrator's Hall 1 

I being your steward, justice had been done ye ; 

I could have entertainM you worth your money. 

* This and the following verses refer to an occurrence mudi 
talked of, especially among the tones, who were the laagbart 
npon this occasion. The duke of York having been invited to 
dine with the Artillery Company at Merchant-Tailors* Hall, on 
the 21st April, 1682; an opposition dinner was projected by the 
Shaftesbury party at Haberdashers* Hall, and tickets were pre- 
tently issued at one guinea each; for the purpose, as it was declared, 
of commemoratine the providential escape of the nation from ti^ 
tel/uh desi^s of the papists, &c. The Icing, however, issued an 
order forbidding the meeting, as an illegal one : and this incident 
supplied the tories with new channeU of ridicule and abiite 
a|;amst their smtagonif ts, who were somewhat depresied fxy their 
disappointment. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO N. LEE*S CONSTANTINE THE GREAT*. 



What think ye meant wise Providence, when first 

Poets were made ? I'd tell you, if 1 durst. 

That 'twas in contradiction to heav'n's word ; 

That when it's spirit o'er the waters stirr'd. 

When it saw all, and said that all was good. 

The creature Poet was not understood. 

For, were it worth the pains of six lopg days. 

To mould retailers of dull third-day plays. 

That starve out threescore years in hopes of bays I 

Tis. plain they ne*er were of the first creation. 

But came by mere equiv'cal generation 1 

Like rats in ships, without coition bred ; 

As hated too as they are, and unfed. 

Nature their species sure must needs disown, 

^Scarce knowing poets, less by poets known. 

Yet this poor thing, so scorn'd and set at nought. 

Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 

Disabled wasting whoremasters are not 

Prouder to own the brats they never got. 

Than fumbling, itching rhymers of the town 

T' adopt some baaie-bom song that's not their own. 

Spite of his state, my lord sometimes descends, ''\C 

To please tlie importunity of friends. 

The dullest he, thought most for business fit. 

Will venture his bought place to aim at wit ; 

And tho' he sinks with his employs of state. 

Till common sense forsake him, he'll translate. 

The poet and the whore alike complains 

Of trading quality, that spoils their gains; 

The lords will write, and ladies will have swains! 



} 



• Represented at the Theatre Royal, 16H» Drydea wrote an 
epilogue tor the same piece. 
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Therefore, all yon who have male issue bom 

Under the starving sign of capricorUy 

Prevent the malice of their stars in time. 

And warn them early from the sin of rhyme: 

Tell 'em how Spenser starv'd, how Cowley nioum'd. 

How Butler's faith and service was retum'd* ; 

And if such warning they refuse to take. 

This last experiment, O parents, make ! 

With hands behind them see tli' o£fender tied, 

Tlie parish whip and beadle by his side ; 

Then lead him to some stall that does expose 

The authors he loves most ; there rub his nose ; 

Till, like a spaniel lash'd to know command. 

He by the due correction understand. 

To keep his brain clean, and not foul the land ; 

Till he against his nature learn to strive. 

And get the knack of dulness how to thrive. 

* Succeeding writers have added Otway't came to the melas- 
«holy catalogue^ 



} 



301 



EPILOGUE, 

* 

SPOKEN UPON 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUKE OF YORK COMING- 
TO THE THEATRE, FRIDAY APRIL 21» l682*. 



When too much plenty, luxury and ease. 
Had surfeited this isle to a disease ; 
When noisome blains did if s best parts o'crspread. 
And on the rest their dire infection shed ; 
Our great physician, who the nature kne^v 
Of the distemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix'd for three kingdoms' quiet, sir, on you: 
He cast his searching eyes o'er all the frame. 
And finding whence before one sickness came. 
How once before our mischiefs fostcr'd were. 
Knew well your virtue, and applied you there f: 
Where so your goodness, so your justice sway'd. 
Yon but appeared, and the wild plague was stay'd. 

When, from the filthy dunghill-faction bre<l, 
New-form*d rebellion durst rear up it's head. 
Answer me all: who struck the monster dead? 
See, see, the injur'd prince, and bless his name. 
Think cm the martyr from whose loins he came ; 
Think on the blood was shed for ^ou before, 
Aud curse the parricides that thirst for more. 



} 
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^- * This WIS probably the dcike*8 first public appearance after 
Aiit return from ScothukL The dinner at Merchant-Tailors* Hall, 
referred to in the prdotfue to Mrs. Behn's <* City Heiress,*' 
(p. S97J took place on the same day. Our author's " Venice 
Preserved" was the play acted upon this occasion, and Drjden 
Ainusbed an occasional prologue, 
. t He aUudtf to ScotUmd, wbcfathe duke had become extremely 
popular. 
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Hb foes are your's, then of their wiles beware: 
Lay^ lay bim in your hearts, and guard him there, 
IVhere let bis wrongs your zeal for him improve ; • 
He wears a sword will justify your love. 
With blood still ready for your good t' expend. 
And has a heart that ne'er forgot his friend. 
His duteous loyalty before you lay. 
And learn of him, unmurmuring to obey. ' 
Think what he has borne, your quiet to restore t 
Repent your madness, and rebel no more. 

No more let houtefeug hope to lead petitions, 
Scriv'ners to be treasurers ; pedlars, politicians ; 
Nor ev'ry fool, whose wife has tript at courts 
Pluck up a spirit, and turn rebel for't. 

In lands where cuckolds multiply like our's, 
What prince can be too jealous of their powers^ 
Or can too often think himself alarnfd 1 
They're mal-contents that ev'ry where go arm'd : 
And when the homed herd's together got. 
Nothing portends a common-wealth like that» 

Cast, oast your idols off, your gods of wood. 
Ere yet Philistines fatten with your blood : 
Renounce your priests of Baal, with amen faces. 
Your Wapping feasts, and your Mile-end high places. 

Nail all your medals on the gallows' post. 
In recompense th' original was lost"* : 
At tliese, illustrious repentance pay. 
In his kind hands your humble off 'rings lay: 
Let royal pardon be by him implor'd, 
Th' atoning brother of your anger'd lord: 
He only brings a medicine fit t' assuage 
A people's folly, and rous'd monarch's rage. 

• The earl of Shaftesburv was committed to the Tower on the 
3nd July 1681; and the 24tn November following, a bill was pre- 
ferred against him for high treason, and rejected by the grand 
jury. Tms occasioned much jay to the whigs; and a sm&/ was 
•truck, bearing the likeness of the earl, and on the reverse, a Fe-> 

Sresentation of the City, with a sun ridneover the Tower and 
ispeUinf^adoud; the motto uH'amur. Thismedal^ attaditd 
to a ribU>n, was worn at the Uft'breast by his partidcaas. 
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An infant prince, yet lab'nng in the womb» 
Fated with wondrous happiness to come, 
He {{oes to fetch tiie mighty blessings home*: 
Send all your wishes with him, let the air 
With gentle breezes waft it safely there. 
The seas, like what they'll carry, calm and fair: 
Let the illustrious mother touch our land 
Mildly, as hereafter may her son command; 
While our glad monarch welcomes her to shore. 
With kind assurance she shall part no more. 
) Be the majestic babe then smiling bom. 
And all good signs of fate his birth adorn. 
So live and grow, a constant pledge to stand. 
Of Cxsar's love to an obedient land. 

* Tlie Duke was about to return to Scotland to bring home bit 
family. The return of tlie Duchess to England is celebrated in 
the ensuing address. 
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8POKBN TO 

HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 

OK HER RETURN fROM SCOTLAND^ IN THE YBAK- 

1682. 



All you, who this da/s jubilee attend. 

And ev'ry loyal muse's loyal friend. 

That come to treat your longing wishes here. 

Turn your desiring eyes^ and feast 'em there. 

Thus falling on your knees, with me implore. 

May this j>oor land ne'er lose that presence more! 

but if tb^re any in this circle be. 

That come so cnrst to envy what they see ) 

From the vain fool that would be great too soon. 

To the dull knave that writ the last lampoon ! 

Let such, as victims to that beauty's fame. 

Hang their vile blasted heads, and die with shame. 

Our mighty blessing is at last retum'd. 

The joy arriv'd for which so long we moum'd : 

From whom our present peace we expect increased. 

And all our future generations blest. 

Time, have a care ! bring safe the hour of joy. 

When some blest tongue proclaims a royal boy: 

And when 'tis bom, let Nature's hand be strong ; 

Bless him with days of strength, and make 'enf long; 

Till charg'd with honours we behold him stand, "^ 

Three kingdoms* banners waiting hb command, > 

His father's conqu'ring sword within his hand : J 

Then th' English lions in the air advance. 

And with them roaring music in the dance. 

Carry a Quo Warranto^ into France. 

* The duchess of York return^ with her htnbaod from Scot* 
land, in May 1682. This address was spoken as a prolc^ue to 
" Venice Preserved," on occasion of her appMsngat the Duke'a 
Theatre, May 31st. ';' 

t Rather a clumsy adaptation of the means by which the city 
was deprived of its charter, and reduced to deptndtnce upon the 
court, to that of humbling the French nation. 
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THE BEGINNING OF 

A PASTORAL 

ON THE DEATH OF HIS LATE MAJESTY*. 



What horror's thb tliat dwells upon the plain. 

And thus disturbs the shepherd's peaceful reign ? 

A dismal sound breaks thro' the yielding air. 

Forewarning us some dreadful storm is near. 

The bleating flocks ih wild confusion stray, *) 

The early larks forsake their wand'ring way, > 

And cease to welcome in tbe new-born day. j 

Each nymph, possest with a distracted fear, 

Disorder'd hangs her loose dishevell'd hair. 

Diseases with her strong convulsion^ reign ; 

And deities, not known before to pain. 

Are now with apoplectic seizures slain. 

Hence flow our sorrows, hence increase our fears. 

Each humble plant does drop her silver tears* 

Ye tender lambs, stray not so fast away. 

To weep and mourn let us together stay: 

O'er all the universe let it be spread^ 

That now the shepherd of the flock is dead* 

The royal Pan, that shepherd of the sheep. 

He, who to leave his flock did dying weep. 

Is gone, ah gone! ne'er to return from death's eternal 

sleep ! 
Begin, Damela, let thy numbers fly 
Aloft, where the safe milky way does lie ; 
Mopsus, who Daphnis to the stars did sing. 
Shall join with you, and thither waft our kiog. 
Play gently on your reeds a mournful strain. 
And tell in notes thro' all th' Arcadian plain. 
The royal Pan, the shepherd of the sheep. 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep. 
Is gone, ah gone! ne'er to return from death's eternal 

sleep ! 

* Printed among a collection of \fn. B^hn'i poems, 8vo. 1685 
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THE COMPLAINT 

A SONG. 
TO A SCOTCH TUNE. 



I LovE^ I doaty I rave with paio. 

No quief s in my mind^ 
Tho' ne'er could be a happier swaiu. 

Were Sylvia less unkind. 
For when, as long her chains Fve worn, 

I ask relief from smart. 
She only gives me looks of scorn ; 

Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

My rivals, rich in worldly store. 

May offer heaps of gold ; 
But surely I a heav'n adore 

Too precious to be sold. 
Can Sylvia such a coxcomb prize. 

For wealth, and not desert ; 
And my poor sighs and tears despise 1 

Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

When, like some panting, hov'ring dove, 

I for my bliss contend. 
And plead the cause of eager love. 

She coldly calb me friend ! 
Ah, Sylvia ! thus in vain you strive 

To act a healer's part; 
Twill keep but lingering pain alive, 

Alas ! and break my heart ! 

When on my lonely, pensive bed 

I lay me down to rest; 
In hope to calm my raging head. 

And cool my burning breast, 
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Her cruelty all ease denies : 

With some sad dream I start ; 
All dpown'd wkh tears I iind my eyes. 

And breaking feel my heart. 

Then, rising, thro' the path I rove 

That leads me where she dwells. 
Where, to the senseless waves, my love 

It's mournful story tells : 
With sighs I dew and kiss the door. 

Till morning bids depart; 
Then vent ten thousand sighs, and more : 

Alas ! 'tmll break my heart ! 

But, SyTvia, when this conquest's won,^ 

And I am dead and cold. 
Renounce the cruel deed you've done. 

Nor glory when 'tis told ; 
For ev'ry lovely, gea'rous maid 

Will take my injur'd part. 
And curse thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid. 

For breaking my poor heart* 
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THE ENJOYMENT 



I. 

Claspt in the arms of ber I love. 
In vain, alas! for life I strove; 
My fluttering spirits, wrapt in fire. 

By love's mysterious art. 
Borne on the wings of fierce desire. 

Flew from my naming heart. 

IL 

Thus lying in a trance for dead. 

Her sweUing breasts bore up my head ; 

When waking from a pleasing dream, 

I saw her killing eyes. 
Which did in fiery glances seem 

To say. Now Coelia dies ! 

III. 

Fainting, she press'd me in her arms. 
And trembling lay, dbsolv'd in charms ; 
When, with a shiv'ring voice, she cried. 

Must I alone, then, die ? 
No, no, I languishing replied, 

I'll bear thee company. 

IV. 

Melting our souls thus into one. 
Swift joys our wishes did out-run : 
Then launched in rolling seas of bliss. 

We bid the world adieu ; 
Swearing, by ev'ry charming kiss, ^ 

To be for ever true. 
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THE ENCHANTMENT, 



L 

I DID but look and love a-while, 
Twas but for one half hour ; 

Then to resist I had no wiU» 
And now 1 have no power. 

II. 

To sigh, and wish, is all my ease : 
Sighs, which do heat impart. 

Enough to melt the coldest ice ; 
Yet cannot warm your heart. 

IIL 

O ! would your pity give my heart 

One comer of your breast, 
Twould learn of your's the winning art» 

And quickly steal the rest. 
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3LETTERS. 



Thes;P singular productions were first published 
among a collection of ''Familiar Letters by Lord Roches- 
ter and others, ^c." ^Svo. 1697 ; and were afterwards sub- 
joined to an edition of Otway's Works ml? 27, under the 
title of " Loye Letters/' They have no superscription, 
but were written to Mrs. Barry, the actress; for whom, 
as we have before noticed, the poet cherished a passion 
which greatly embittered the latter period of his short 
unhappy life. It is probable that these Letters will be 
read by difierent persons with opposite sentiments. Those 
who have struggled with similar emotions, will find most 
interest in them; and may, perhaps, recognize the senti- 
ments of Carlos, Castalio and Jaffier, expressed in the 
poet's own character, with the vivacity and energy of 
aatural afiections. 






^ 



TO MADAM 



3IT Tf RANT I 

I BNDUSK too much torment to be silent^ and havf 
,eQdured it too long -tot to make the severest complaint. 
I luve you» I doat on yoii ; desire makes me mad when 
1 am near you; and despair when 1 am from you. 
Sure, of all miseries, love is to me the most intolerable: 
jt haunts me in my sleep, perplexes me when waking ; 
every melancholv thought makes my fears moce |M)wer^ 
ful : and every delightful one makes my wishes moia 
unruly. lu all other uneasy chanee& of a mau's li£e, 
there is an immediate recourse to some kind of succoiur 
or anolher : jUi wants we ap|>ly ourselves to oiur friends ; 
in siikness to physicians: but love, the sum, the total 
^f all misfortunes, must be endured with silence ; no 
friend so dear to trust with such a secret, now remedy 
jn art so powerful to remove it's augui^h. Since the 
first day I «aw you, I have hardly enjoyed one hour of 

Krfect quiet : I loved you early ; and no sooner had I 
held that soft bewitching figure of your's, but 1 felt in 
my heart the very foundation of all my peace sive way: 
but when you became another's, I must confess that I 
did then rebel, had foolish pride enough to promlM 
myself I would in tune recover my libertv: in spite of 
my enslaved nature, I swore against m^sel^ I wovld not 
love you : I affected a resentment, simed my sfirit, and 
would uot let it beod, so much as once to upbraid, you, 
each day it was my chance to see or to be near you: 
with stubborn tuflferance 1 refiohred to bear, aud bcama 
your power : nay, did it often too, successfolly. Gene* 
i:aUy with wine or coaversatiotv I divertid oi «rp^)wi 
the datnon that possessed me ; but when at vignt, re* 
turning to my unhappy self, to give ray heart an account 
J¥bj i bl4 done it jio unnatural a violence, it was then 





I always paid a treble interest for the short moments of 
ease which I had borrowed ; thci) every treaclierous 
thought roM; up, aiid took your part, dot left me till 
Ihey had thrown uic on my bed, and opened those 
sluices of tears, that were to ruD till morning. This 
has beeu for some years my best conditiou: nay, time 
itself, that decays all things else, has but encreased and 
added to my longings. I tell it you, and charge you 
to believe it, as you are generous, (which sure you 
must be, for every ihing, except jour negkct of me, 
persuades me that you are s») evt^n at this time, 
though other arms have beld you, and so long trespassed 
on those dear joys that only were my due ; I love you 
with that tenderness of spirit, that purity of truth, and 
that sincerity of heart, that 1 could sacrifice the near- 
est friends or interests I have on eartb, barely but to 
please you : if I had all the world, it should be yuur's ; 
for with it I could be but miserable, if you were not 
mine. 1 appeal to yourself for justice, if through the 
whole actions of my life, I have done any one thing 
that might not let you see bow absolute your authority 
was over me. Your commands have been always 
lacredlome; your smiles have always transported me. 
Bud your frowns awed me. In short, you will quickly 
become to me the greatest blessing, or the greatest 
curse, that ever man was doomed to. 1 cannot so 
much as look on you without confusion; wishes and 
fears riite up in war within me, and work a cursed <lis< 
traction through my soul, that must, I am sure, in 
time, have wretched consequences: you only can, with 
that healing cordial, love, assuage and cahn my tor- 
ments; pity the man then that would be proud to die 
for you, and cannot live without you; aud allow liiin 
thus fur to boast too, that (take out fortune from the 
balance) you never were beloved or courted by a 
creature that had a nobler or juster pretence to your 
heart, than the unfortuaate, (and even at this time) 
weeping 
" OTWAY, 
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TO MADAM 



In value of your quiet, though it would be the utter 
Yuin of my owu, I have endeavoured this day to per* 
suade myself never more to trouble you with a passion 
that has tormented me sufficiently already; and is so 
much the more a torment to me, in that 1 perceive it is 
become one to you^ who are much dearer to me than 
myself. I have laid all the reasons my distracted condi- 
tion would let uie have recourse to, before me : 1 have 
consulted my pride, whether, after a rival's possession^ I 
ought to ruin all my peace for a woman that another has 
been more blest in, though no man ever loved as 1 did : 
but love, victorious love ! o'erthrows all that, and tells 
me, it is his nature never to remember ; he still looks 
forward from the present hour, expecting still new 
dawns, new rising happiness ; never looks back, never 
regards what is past, and left behind him, but buries and 
forgets it quite in the hot fierce pursuit of joy before him : 
I have consulted too my very self, and find how careless 
nature was in framing me ; seasoned me hastily with all 
the most violent inclinations and desires, but omitted the 
ornaments that should make those qualities become me, 
I have consulted too my lot of fortune, and find how 
foolishly I wish possession of what is so precious, all the 
world's too cheap for it ; yet still I love, still I doat on', 
and cheat myself, very content, because the folly pleases 
me. It is pleasure to think how fair you are, though, at 
the same time, worse than damnation to think how cruel. 
Why should you tell me you have shut your heart up 
for ever] It is an argument unworthy of yourself, sounds 
like reserve, and not so much sincerity, as sure I may 
claim even from a little of your friendship. Can your 
age, your face, your eyes, and your spirit bid defiance 
to that sweet power 1 No, you know better to what 
end heaven made you; know better how to manage 
youth and pleasure, than to let them die and pall upon 
your hands. 'Tis me, 'tis only me you have barred your 
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beart agsinst. My sufferings, my diligence, tii; il 
complaiots, and team, are ul'nu power with your hitu), 
nature: yet sure yuu might at leiist vouch.^afc to {hI 
tbem, not shift me off with gross, tbich, honie-3)>ir 
friendship, llie common coin tliat passes beiwixt world 
interests: must that be laj loll Take it, ill-natured, tk' 
it ; give it lu Lim who would waste bb fortune for yc 
give it the man would till your lap with golil, court 3 
with o^rs of vast rich possessions; give it the fool I 
Lath nothing but his money to plea<l for him : love 
have a much nearer teUtiun, or none, I a<k tor glen 
happiruss; you bid me welcome to yoar friendshg 
like seating me at your side-table, whcii I have tl 
pretence to your right-hand at the least. 1 love, 1 
1 am mad, ant! know no measure i nothing but e 
can give me ease ; tlie kindest love, or must pr 
uoni: yet even your scorn wooid not perform tl 
it miglit indeed take off llie edge of hope, but d 
despair will guaw my lieart for ever. If then I a 
odious to your eyes, if you have charity enough tot| 
the well-being of a man that li< Ids you dearer thai 
can the cliild your bowels are most foud of, I 
iweet pledge of your first aoflest lovt, I chami at 
conjure you to pily the dtstructlii^ pangs ol'mini 
my unquiet days and restless iii<^hls; pily llie 
that has half pnssest my brain already, and mal 
write to you thus raviiigly; the wretch in Bet 
more at peace than I am 1 And if I must never 
the heaven I wish for, my next desire is, (and hooj 
better) a ckau-swept c^ll, a merciful keeper, an 
coiupauiou when you liud me there. 

Think and be geueious. 
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TO MADAM 



SiNCEyouare going toquit the world, I think myself 
obliged, as a member of the* woiid, to use the best of 
my endeavours to divert you from so ill-natured an in* 
clmation : therefore, by reason your visits will take up 
so much of this day, I have debarred myself the oppor« 
tunity of waiting on you this afternoon, thaM may take 
a time you are more mistress of, and when you shall 
have more leisure to hear; if it be possible for any argu- 
ments of raiue to take place in a heart, I am afraid too 
much hardened against me: I must confess it may look 
a little extraordinary for one under my circumstances to 
endeavour the confirming your good opinion of the 
world, when it had been much better for me, one of us 
had never seen it ; for nature disposed me from my crea- 
.tion to love, and my ill-fortune has condemned me to 
doat on one, who certainly could never have been deaf 
so long to so faithful a passion, had nature disposed her 
from her creation to hate any thing but me. I beg you 
to forgive this trifling, for I have so many thoughts of 
this nature, that 'tis. impossible for me to take pen and 
ink in my hand, and keep 'em quiet, especially when I 
have the least pretence to let you know, you are the 
cause of the severest disquiets that ever touched the 
heart of 

OTWAY. 
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to MADAM 



Could I see you without passion, or be absent froii^ 
you without pain, I need not beg your pardon for this 
renewing my vows, that I ]ove you more than health, 
or any happiness here, or hereafter. Every thing you 
do b a new charm to me; and though I have laugubhed 
for seven long tedious years of desire, jealously despair* 
ing ; yet every minute I see you, 1 still discover some- 
thing new and more bewitching. Consider how I love 
you; what would not I renounce, or enterprise for you! 
I must have you mine, or I am misei^ble, and nothuig 
but knowing which shall be the happy hour, can make 
the rest of my life that are [is] to^come tolerable. Give 
me a word or two of comfort, or resolve never to look 
with common goodness on me more, for I cannot bear a 
kind look, and after it a cruel denial. This minute my 
heart aches for you ; and, if 1 cannot have a right in 
your's, I wish it would ache till I could complain to you 
no longer. 

Remember poor OTWAY^ 
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TO MADAM 



Yov cannot but be sensible that I am blind, or you 
%oqIcI not so openly discover what a ridiculous tool you 
make of me. 1 should be glad to discover whose satis- 
faction I was sacrificed Ia this morning; for I am sure 
your own ill-nature could not be guilty of mventing suck 
an iqjury to me, merely to try how much I could bear, 
were it not for the sake of some ass, that has the for- 
tune to please, you: in short, I have made it the busi- 
ness of my life to do you service, and please you^^ if pos- 
sible, by any way to convince you of the unhappy love 
I have for seven years toiled under; and your whole 
business is to pick i|l-natured conjectures out of my 
harmless freedom of conversation, to vex and gall me 
with, as often as you 'are pleased to divert yourself at 
the expence of my quiet. Oh, thou tormentor! Could 
I think it were jealonsy, how should I l)umble myself to 
be justified ! But I cannot bear the thought of being 
made a property either of another man's good-fortune, 
or the vanity of a woman that designs nothing but to 
plague me. 

lliere may be means found, some time or other, to 
let you- know your mistaking. 
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TO MADAM 



You were pleased to send me word you would meet 
me in the Mall this evening, and give me further satis- 
faction in the matter you were so unkind to charge me 
with: I was there, but found you not; and Iherefcnv 
beg of you, as you ever would wish yourself to be eased 
of the highest torment it were possible for your nature 
to be sensible of, to let me see you some time to> 
morrow, and send me word, by this bearer, where, and 
at what hour, you will be so just, as either to acquit or 
condemn me; that I may, hereafter, for your sake, either 
bless all your bewitching sex ; or, as often a» I bene*- 
forth think of you, curse womankind for ever. 
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APPENDIX. 



The celebrity justly acquired by Otway^s tragedy 
of " The Orphan/' doubtless raises a curiosity to view 
the source from whence he drew a work whose eflfect 
upon the passions is so powerful. A copy of the novel 
from whence it was taken, which is extremely scarce^ 
is in the possession of James Bindley, Esq. of Somerset- 
House : and by the favour of this gentleman, (whose 
polite and obliging disposition to enhances the service to 
literature of his rare and valuable collection) the Editor 
has been enabled to subjoin the entire story. The novel 
is called "Englbh Adventures, by a Person of Honour*. 
Licensed May 12th, 1676." 

To connect the following story with the rest of the 
novel, it b necessary to observe, that the AdvetUures 
occur to our Henry VIII. who, when young, is reported 
to have often mingled with the world in disguise. At 
one time he is represented as joining accidentally with 
a young nobleman of the name of Brandon (the founder 
of the noble family of Suffolk) in the rescue of a lady ; 
who subsequently requests to know their names and 
fortunes. To gratify her curiosity, Brandon begins 
the following narrative. 



* The author, I learn from a MS. note of Mr. Bindley, was 
Roger Boyle, earl of Orrery. 



THB 

HISTORY OF BRANDON. 



That many Men run into high Crimes designedly; 
4;annot be a greater Tmtb than it is, that others ^11 into 
them, both against their inclination and intention. 

This latter is what 1 can experimentally aver; but 
whether it proceeds from the influence of the Stars at 
oor Nativity, or from a Fatality to which ail Men are 
subjected, or from some other occult cause, I dare not 
determine ; but thb I know, that the crime I fell into, 
was not so much my sin, as it is my punishment. Bui 
before I proceed to acquaint you with the particulars 
which I more than hope will incline you to be of my 
belief, I must beg you, that what I am to tell you, 
purely to obey you, may be kept' as great a secret, as 
otherwise I resolved it should eternally have been, and 
as you will easily perceive the nature of it requires. 

habBUa^ and our Monarch, having promised what he 
asked, he tlms continued: My Father having spent 
much of his tinne and blood in our late sad and intestine 
Wars, abhorring the necessary cruelties in them, and 
loathing the vicissitudes of a Court-life, retired fM* ever 
to a Castle of his own in Gioeetterskire, where be de- 
termined to bury himself alive. But one day being 
drawn to a Kinsmans Wedding; by the importunity of 
a bosome friend, he saw at it, a Gentlewoman, so band-* 
som, that what all the beauties of EngkaUl (whicb 
doubtless is their highest sphere) could nok perform on 
him in twenty years, she did in a moment ; for. Madam, 
'tb the fate of some Families, to fall in love at first sight* 

My Father passionately inquired of his Fj^ieiKl tf he 
^ncw ber^ and being assured he did, and that ifslM 
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me from any of his r^cfeations, as well as bnsiiiesses 
(except that great oDe of his Love) I resolved to follow 
hiiiiy and learn the cause ; bnt after having for some 
hours fruitlcsly inquired after him, and neither hearing 
of him, nor the cry of the Hounds, I returned home 
melancholy^ and \veary ; and the Servant whieh waited 
on me in my Chamber, being out of the way, 1 cast my 
self <m a Bed with a Canopy which was io a Closet 
within the drawing Room, endeavoring by a little skep 
to abate my being tired in body, and troubled in mmd, 
I had not slept half an hour, but I was awakened 
by the noise of one walking in the same Room. The 
curtains of the Canopy being not dose shut, I saw 
through the opening, that it was the fair Victoria* 

The curiosity of a young Lover made me continue 
conceal'd, to discover what brought her thither; I saw 
slie was discompos'd, and while she was looking in her 
Glass, to adjust herself, my Brother came in, who run- 
ning to her with open arms, embrac'd and last her, at 
which she made no resistance, but blushed exceedingly. 
My Amazement and Grief at so surprizing an Acci- 
dent, is not to be exprest : But one of the Maid-serr 
vants coming into the outward Room to mb it, f heard 
Victoria say, Alas I we shall he discovered, unless you 
make haste awa^. My Brotbei at this, piest her much 
to name the hour and the signal ; Io which, at last, 
trembling and blushing, she answered, Tkk night at 
Midnight, and three soft strokes at the upper part of 
her Chamber door, should be the sign for udanitance. 
But she added. Forget not. Sir, there is noihmg bni m 
painted Wainscot between yo^r Mothers Beas^ad 
and mine, and therefore if you speak one word, U wufy 
be over-heard, and 1 shall be nMd. 

My Brother promis't her hastily an exact obedi- 
ence; then having again kist andembrair*d her, went 
into the outward Chamber, from whence he aloud 
ordered the Servant to call his Page to him; and as sooo 
as the Coast was clear, Victoria also went hastily 
away. 
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-n passion in our hearts, whicb till that moment, we had 
never been acquainted with. 

Could I draw you, Madam, her Picture to tlie Life, 
you would excuse our being so soon vanquish'd : for I 
thought then, nothing could be so perfect; and should 
have still continued in that belief, had not ray sight thb 
day convinced me of my Error. 

My Brother never told me of his passion, neither 
did I acquaint huii with mine; which was the first and 
onely Secret we kept in reserve from one another. 

1 will not. Madam, so much raisiniploy your pa- 
tience, as to tell you all the Services I paid tlie charming 
Victoria: nor all the arts and assiduities I used to make 
them acceptable to her; neither will 1 particularize 
my Brothers part, in -the like design. Tis enough you 
know, that after above one years languishing, I had 
only this ill-natur'd consolation, that I judged iqy Bro- 
ther was as unsuccessful as 1 ; so that the reservedness, 
and severitv of Victoria's carriage, made me often in 
despair and anger, resolve to abandon so hopeless a 
Love; nay, 1 was in my heart almost despising my Bro- 
ther, for his not assuming the like resolution. 

But alas! I soon found 'tis Love which gives Laws 
to us, and not we to Love ; for I so strongly renew'd 
my Chains, as a Pennauce, for having intended to break 
them, that I had merited Victoru^s contempt, had she 
but known I lov'd her so much then, and had lov'd her 
|]0 more formerly. 

But as my passion increast, I thought her coldness 
did ; and in all her deportment both to my Brother and 
me, she manifested such -an indifierency, that I could 
not be jnore troubled at it, than I was pleas'd to 
observe my friend wore the same livery. 

WhileAhuigs were in this posture, one morning he 
went out very early a Hunting, my Page, who was ifond 
of that recreation, very officiously waked me, to give 
me notice of it; hoping 1 would be a sharer in it, and 
4;onsequently he, . who usually attended me. 

This being the first time he had designed to separate 
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on between ric/orta and Irim, which was no difficult 
work to perform, I should both satisfie my Revenge, and 
mv Love. 

When this fatal Project was admitted, Alas ! with 
what Raptures was it entertain'd ; and all the dictates 
of Remorse, for betraying my Mistress, my Friend, and 
my Brother, how chearfully were they sacrific'd to the 
imagined felicities which were to attend the Action. 

In brief, Madam, I so cautiously order'd the De- 
sign, that it succeeded to my wish. But while I was m 
my Brothers place, and iq all the pleasures of triumphant 
Love, I did hear him many times give the appointed 
signal at the door; but you will easily bdieve, I took 
care Victoria should not, in whose embraces I vptai the 
happy and guilty Night; and just as the Day began to 
dawn, having agreed with her the next Night to repeat 
niy joy^y I retired a back way to my own Chamber, 
where having for some time celebrated my double 
victory, I drest myself, and with impatience enough 
waited to observe how my deluded Brother would resent 
so wounding a disappointment; never till then having in 
the least considered, what might be the consequences of 
it, so much the delight of involving him in it had 
blinded me. 

My Chamber was next to the great Square, in which 
the Stair-case was carried up, and from whence Ftclorta 
was to come down to the Chappel, which every morning 
and evening she failed not to do. 

I had not been long on the attendance, when 
through a little opening of my door, which I had made 
on purpose, I saw my Brother come to the foot of the 
Stairs, walking short turns, and every moment casting 
up his eyes, to observe when she would descend : , 

At last she appeared, but as soon as she saw him, 
her face was covered with blushes ; but hb, at the sight 
of her, became pale as Death; and such a shaking sdaed 
on all his limbs, as it too evidently discovered the storm 
ill his Soul. 

Victoria, either ashamed to look on bim, who she 
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believ'd that night Had rifled her greatest treasure; or 
else miuding her steps, looked not on him, till she was 
within seven or eight of the bottom ; but then casting a 
look towards him as full of modesty as fire, and think- 
ing none could hear her, she told him, I hope. Sir, you 

art now satisfied He, without giving her leave to 

finish what she had begun, reply'd, iu a furious tone. 
Yes, lam satisfied: — But 'tis, that you are the falsest 
of Women ; and ere long, you shall be satisfied my jRf- 
sentment shall be as great as my Affront. Then with* 
out so much as staying for her answer, he flung away 
in such rage, that I who saw it, am not able to de- 
scribe it. 

The poor Victoria, at so amazing an usage, be- 
came white as Innocence, and gave no sign that she was 
alive, but by an universal trembling. 

The fright 1 was in, lest she should fall down those 
steps, on which her astonishment had seized her, made 
me run out of my concealment, and so timely, that I 
catch'd her in my Arms just as her Senses had forsaken 
her ; whereby I prevented that Death by her fall on the 
pavement, which her grief made her desire. 

All the Servants in the Family, who were not then 
employed m the necessary functions of it, were gone to 
the Chappel, and so were my Father and Mother, 
whereby missing of all help, I carried Victoria into 
my Chamber, and there by bowing her body, rubbing 
her temples, and casting water on her face, I brought 
her at last out of her fainting, and then conjur'd her 
to tell me the cause of it. 

I^lie onely answer'd me with a deep sigh ; at which 
I smil'd, and acquainted her I had heard all that had 
past between her and my Brother. 

She knew I had too much concernment for her, 
not to be sensible of her then condition, and therefore 
having a-while reflected on my smiling, on a sudden she 
cast her eyes towards me, and fixing them stedfastlv on 
me, she told me, I conjure you, Brandon, to tell me, 
mrf trm^too^ where you lay last night, I instantly 




answer'd, H'ith Ike greatest Beauty ^ the World; auT 
tfaen lold her, liow 1 came to uver-liear bcr ABaigoalioo 
with my Brother, and bad by my Art, repair'd the mi- 
Kty of her unkindness. 

. All the wliile i was making that short Narrative, I 
saw her colour come and go, her heart ready to force 
a passage through her breast, and in so many other 
Agonies, tliitt had she actually made me as unfortunate 
as slie ODce intended, tlie sight of tier then ntffinng 
would have been too severe a revenge : But alas 1 Yibe» 
1 came to ibe end of my infumiation, she fetcfa'd a 
hideous skreeui, and fell dead on the Bed, to wbich at 
first 1 had carried her. 

I cannot tell you. Madam, wliich of my Griefs 
ivere greater; to see her in thai coodition, or to liiid 
her having made me fa;tppy against her will, had re- 
duced her to it : however, 1 eudeavour'd all 1 could to 
restore her to her Sense?, which at length I effected : 
but she had no sooner open'd her eyes, and saw ber self 
in my Arms, then she relaps'i, and so long, ^td.m 
dangeronsly, that wlien J fear'd J could not recover hex 
from Death, i resolved to accompany her in it. 

But when I began to despair of ber return, sbe 
came to herself again, and while 1 was on ray knees 
celebrating my joyes for it, and renewjo^ my paasiooatc 
refjuest, lo know what nas the occasion of tliat sorruw, 
which was so dangerous to ber and me; sbe aliove to 
go away, but nut lH>iug strong eBuugh lo do it, she fell 
again upon the Ked, and told me, m an Accent too 
moving to be imitated, Ah, Brandon, ym Jtavt rain'd 
your Brother, and me, and yimr »rlj, if at ieaal tht 
friendship you Itate bit herto paid lam, he wit aficltmii 
for I am your Brother's Wife, and this morning—^ 

A crowd of siglis, and a torrent of tears, stop'd 
the passage of ber wMds ; but alas ! what sbe hail sait^ 
reduced me to a condition as worthy <^ pity as b«rt 
was; which as soon as she observ'd, it lieightned bet 
own afllicliou?, ait that iilie employ'd a quarter of as 
bour, sud with intenupud words, in tellwg aw, XM 
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n^ BrotkiTi Hunimg the da^ hefm, w§a htt0pr9* 
tenee to go the tarSer abroad, to meet her wkk m 
Prieet, h^ appointmaU in a Grove, wkere they had 
oeeH wuirrtedm 

At the end of this Relation, her Woman^ who had 
mist her at the Chappel, and had iu vain sought her 
OTer all the House, came to inquire of me, if I could 
tell her wliere she was ; there finding her iu a iaioting 
condition, by her help, we brought Victoria to her own 
Chamber; and her Distemper every moment increasing, 
she took her Bed, and I retired. 

My Father and Mother having miss'd her at their 
Devotions, concluded some indisposition was the cause 
of it ; wherefore they came to visit her, and findingjilpa 
was in a high Fever, they went hastily to thcjr Clomdt, 
to write for two of the eminentest Pliysitians in the 
Countrey. I took that opportunity to steal into her 
t^hamber, kneel'd by her Beds«side, and in ^lore tefun 
and sighs, than words, convinced her of the vastness of 
my grief, and then advised her to send immediately for 
my Brother, and to tell him. She had locked him out 
of her Chamber one night, meerhf to try hio iewiper; 
hut since she found he reeented that oeeming unkind' 
ness BO highly, she beg^d hie pardon for it, wa$ rooHy 
eorry the had conemiited that fault, and would ondea* 
neur to repair H by all the actione of her Life. 

This was the best counsel I could then present her ; 
and asking her. Whether eke approved it, mtd tfiivfere 
her pleasure I should send my Brother to wait on hart 
She onel^riold me with a sigh. Do what you wHl. Then 
turning from me, she fell a weeping in such excesiv 
that I thought she would be drown'd in her own tears. 

As soon as I heard my Mother coming in at one 
door, I slip'd out at the other, and went to seek my 
Brother; for I was confident if he went not to visit her, 
it would both increase her danger, and possibly imcwf^ 
the cause of it. 

At last I found him in a Grove of the Park, lying 
Jiis fill! length, near a Bcook, and in troubles alrooat 
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as great as iniiie. I told him Victaria was fallen iitto 9 
burning Fever; and by the fierceuess of the begmniug, 
my Mother more than feared the End would be fatsd, 
and therefore had sent two Expresses for the Doctors. 
That I came then from waiting on her, but I had found 
her so altered, as the change had amazed me ; since I- 
thought I saw the image of Death in that fdce, which 
till then, had been all life. I added, that in a whisper, 
she had desired me to send him speedily to her, and that 
I would so order it, as to entertain my Motlier, while 
she herself was speaking alone to him ; since she had 
something on her heart to say, that till she had told 
him^ and received hb answer on it, she should be in 
tonnents. 

. ^ At first my Brother seem'd unmov'd at her danger^ 
and request; but I, at lengthy prevailed with him to go, 
where we found my Mother all in tears, the violence of 
Victariifs^eyreT, so greedily increasing on her. 

The vastness of my Mothers affliction, was no ill 
preparative, to melt my Brothers heart ; when he came 
to Vietarii^s Bed, she resigned to him her place, and I, 
to allow them the freer liberty to discourse, drew her 
to a Window, under pretence of seeing from thence, if 
either of the Doctors were coming. 

I never conld leani what in partiailar past be- 
tween them, but I saw him at last kneel down by her, 
(for my eyes were still turned that way) and laying his 
lips to her burning hand, seem'd thereby to seal her 
Pardon. 

But my Mother, who apprehended nch Visits 
might be hurtful to the fair Patient, ordered us both to 
retire. 

I cannot better parallel his Grief, than by telling 
you. Madam, it was equal to his late Fury; and as we 
walked together into the Park, be discovered to me, 
how the day before he was secretly married to Vtcto^ 
ria: for be knew he could never have obtain'd my 
Father's consent to do it, since her Beauty and Virtue 
was all her Portion. He further told me with groans^ 
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that he trembled to think, 'twas his Bnitishness, had 
rediic'd lier to the deplorable state she was then in ; 
and informed me afterwaids of their Assignation, her 
failing, and his resentments at it, (a Relation which 
alas 1 knew better than himself;) That though he more 
•than feared, 'twas his outragious Passion, had flung her 
mto the Fever ; yet she could not be brought to acknow- 
ledge to him, it had done so : But she had be^'d his 
forgiveness for deluding him, in such moving Words, 
Actions and Tears, as those confest to him that Truth, 
which he could not extort from her Mouth ; That he 
had beg'd her Pardon on his knees, for hb Crime, 
which she had granted him with a tenderness so charm- 
ing, that her forgiving him in such a manner, had 
wounded him as deeply, as his Barbarity had her. 

Thb Account he gave me^ in so much affliction 
and disorder, that it brought on accession to my griefs, 
which, till then, 1 belie v'd were uncapable of any. 

The share which he thought I bore in his misery, 
heightned his friendship, and made him beg of me a 
thousand Pardons, that he had till then concealed hi!<i 
Marriage from me, which was the first, and should be 
the last offence he would be guilty of, but that now my 
lively sense of his grief had extorted from him, that 
Confession which else he would not hawAmdc: for he 
fear'd when ever his father knew it, if he should also 
learn I was acquainted with it, 'twould involve lue in 
his disgrace, the apprehension of which only had hitherto 
sealed his lips ; so that he never had been seemingly 
unkind to me, but to be really the contrary. 

We then in many embraces renew'd our friendships. 

Soon after, we saw one of the Doctors Gallop by 
us; we hastily followed him, to learn his judgment of 
Victorians condition, upon which both our own depended. 

In brief, Madam, the Physitian awhile felt her 
Pulse, and shook his Head; and havhig, apply'd all 
that his art and kindness could dictate, he told my 
mother the seventh day in great grief; That his Patient 
had more need of a Priest, than of him ; And that hb 
VOL. HI. z 
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■bill deluded Lim, if some distemper o 

not reduc'd her Bo<ly to ito duiigerous a stale. 

But, Madam, (Brandon continued) I perceive 
^our Genernsity and Compassion, hns made yoii too 
iai^e a sliarer in poor Victoria's stiffertng ; 1 shall not 
therefore augment il, by particularizing all the fatal 
{nasBges of thU Story. 

Tis too mucli you know, all the Physitlans Catb 
and Art, all my Mothers Kindness and Asaiiluities, all 
nv Brothers Pardons and Tears, and all my Groans and 
Subdiissiong, could not in the least prevail with yietoria 
to live ; her scrupulous Virtue, made ber judge my 
Crime was her own ; and having lay'n one night in my 
^Arms, she concluded herself unworthy ever after to lie 
in my Brothers ; and that she was only fit for those of 
death: To which she hastened with such eamestue» 
and resolution, that those who knew not the cause, ad- 
mired at the action ; and I who knew it, deplored it 
with such excess, that the effect of my sin, was believed 
singly the product of my good Nature. 

The Ninth day of her Sickness, was the last of her 
life ; and had like to have been of my firotliers and 
mine : For before she locked herself np with her Con- 
lessor, and after she had taken an eternal Farewell of 
my unconsolable Fatber and Mother, she gave one half 
hour of her hasty time to me, and one full hour to my 
poor Brother; but what she said to him to mitigate his 
sorrows, heighten'd them, since to lose for ever so 
nmch Beauty, Virtue, and Goodness, was above the 

Cwer of Consolation ; and from tlie hour of her death, 
courted his own. 
What she said to mc, was consonant to her admi- 
rable Virlne; and made me more in love with her 
IMitid, than I had ev«r been with her Person. 

The nearer her illuminated Soul approached to the 
happiness she now enjoyes, the greater the lustre of it 
did shine ; and though she spoke to me innumerable 
excellent t' ' 



She 



things, yet 
conjvt'd m 
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^awwUtted, none can foresee haw productive it U in 
Evil, nor the utmost consequences which attend it. 
You thought (she added) that f had been unchaste, and 
that gave you the opportunity to be so : But you did 
not imagine, that by satisfying one voluptuous desire^ 
it shouid plunge you into Incest, the death of your 
Mistriss : and alasl I /ear, that of your Friend and 
Brother. All these were not your dehign, but by one 
Sin they became your guilt ; and by your sorrow, I 
see they are your punishments However (she continued, 
putting towards nie her pale and trembling hand) Ifor^ 

S've you, and have in tears beg'd of God to do it. Ah! 
this so pregnant a Sin, he for ever frighted from 
committing another f This is the last Request I shall 
make you ; and if you grant it, 'twill be the greatest 
blessing you can bestow upon your self. 

The excellency of iter Admonitions, the Generositjr 
with which she pardon'd mt^ the unexpressible sorrour 
fur her death, and mjf own fatal guilt which had caused 
it, so powerfully operated on me, that retiring from her 
more dead than alive, I w«nt tcembling to my own 
Chamber, where having spent iin hour in all the Agonie9 
which those Reflections could cast a despairing Sou) 
into, I resolved to forsake for ever my Fathers house, 
and immediately with some Jewels which my Father had 
given my Mother, and she bad given me» (for I was 
her Favorite) I stole the buck-way to the Stables, 
took one of my best Horses^ luid Rid towards Dover: 
but so overwhelmed with grief and trouble, as 1 knew 
not what I did. 

From Dover I past the Cbannd into France, and 
for two years last past, I served sometimes in the Armies 
of King Francis the Fifth*, and sometimes in those of 
the Emperor Charles the fifth, where being careless of 
my life, or rather w^ary of it, and desirous to lose it, I 

* This should, no doubt, be Francis the Firtt, Still there is an 
anachronism : Francis di4 npt succeed to the royal audioritY till 
gkx years after Henry, who at the commencement of the ddvpi^ 
^rjts IK stated to have just mounted the throne. 

Z2 
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pcrfornrd some such bold Actions, as I waiited not the 
offers of great Preferments from those famous Princes. 
But my uncousolable griefs, which made me do wha^ 
thev thought merited their Favors, made me also de« 
dine all those thejr Generosities offer*d me. And I had 
still liv'd that wretched and vagabond life, had not a 
young Gentleman of Glocesiershire, who had been my 
JJeighhor there} arrived three weeks since at the 
French Army, to learn the Art of War, by whom I 
was assured. That the day of my flight from my Fathers, 
the fair Victoria dyed ; That my Brother having rather 
languished, than outlived her ten days, followed her; 
And that by his repeated desires, he was buried in the 
same Grave with her, for at his death, he had acknow- 
ledged she had been his Wife; That my Father and 
Mother, at the loss of her, him, and in appearance, if 
not in effect, of roe also, so languished away, that 
they were liikewise buried together m one Monument ; 
so that by this Gentlemans importunities, and his tell- 
ing me, that one afar off related to our Family, was 
suing for my Estate, and was like to carry it, I was 
persuaded to return, though without the least hope of 
relishing Life. But, Madam, continued Brandon, since 
1 bad the honour to see you, I begin to cast oflTthat 
despair, and now that it has been in some small mea- 
sure useful to your service, in hopes it mav be more, I 
^hnll clierish it, and only on that Account. 



THE END. 




1 ondun : ^'nntcd Dy B. H^MiUan, ) 
Bow direct, Covcnt CarJeiu 5 



